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M/GE   aXD  MTITeHES 
671  USE  71   FIRE 

sometimes,  as  well  as  otliei-  slight  causes, 
and  we  insure  you  against  the  loss.  Every- 
one should  have  their  property  insured,  so 
that  they  can  be  indemnified  for  the  loss  in 
case  of  fire,  and  there  is  no  company  doing 
business  in  this  line  that  is  more  reliable 
or  that  pays  more  promptly  than  the 

JKome  •P'l're  Snsuranca  Co.  of  utaA 

HEBER  I.  GRANT  I  CO.,  Geniril  Dgants 
20  26  Main  Street  SALT  LAKE  CITY,  UTAH 


Ink-well 
to  Barrel 


The  beauty  of  owning  a  Conklin 
Pen  is  that  i/  ^dually  f/l/s  and  cleans  itself. 
?  No  matter  where  you  are,  so  long  as 
S  there's  an  ink-well  handy,  you  can  get 
2.  a  barrel  of  ink  by  simply  dipping  in  the 
2    pen  and  touching  the  Crescent-Filler. 
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CONKLIN'S 

Self-Filling 

Fountain  Pen 


Drinks 

Ink 
Like  a 
Camel 


also  has  the  best  feed  principle. 
Ink   flows    readily,    steadily    and 
smoothly  without  jerk,  balk,  blot, 
skip,   scratch   or   stop.     That 
means  a  grtat  deal  to  the  man 
who  uses  a  fountain  pen. 

Le  ad  inj;  dealers  every  where  sell 
the  Conklin.  I C  yours  does  not, 
order  direct.  If  it  hasn't  the 
Crescent-tiller  it  isn't  a  Conklin. 
Prices,  $3.(0,  $4.00,  $5.00  to  $15.00. 
Send  at  once  for  our  liandscme 
new  cntalog. 

THE  CONKtIN  PEN  MFG.  CO.. 
31 1  MAHHsnAN  Building. 
Toledo,  Ohio,  U.S.A. 


Had  he  used  a 

National  Cash  Register, 

this  would  not  have  happened! 

OBJECT  LESSON  THAT  PROVED  A  SURPRISE. 


(Special.) 
DECATUR.  Ala.-Wilber  HariU.  a  prosperous 
merehant  of  Decatur,  was  preseuLeit  by  his  wife 
with  $!.03l  in  cash  wDich  she  told  him  she  had 
taken  from  the  daily  sales  from  time  to  time  while 
he  was  away  delivering  goods.  She  said  she  did 
this  in  order  to  show  Harris  how  easily  leufes  could 
occur.    Harris  bad  never  missed  the  rnoney. 

OSCAR  GROSHELL, 

THE  enSH  REGISTER  MAN. 

221  MAIN  STREET  SALT  LAKE  CITY,  UTAH 

ESTABLISH-ED   21    YEARS. 
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SCENIC  LINE  of  the  World 

The  only  tranBcontinental  line  passing 
directly  through  quaint  and  picturesque 
Salt  Lake  City.  A  stop-over  is  allowed 
at  Salt  Lake  City,  beautiful  Glenwood, 
Colorado  Springs  or  Denver  on  all  classes 
of  tickets  on  application  to  the  train  con- 
ductor.  Scenery  unequaled  in  the  world. 

I.  A.  BENTON,  Oeneral  Agent 
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NOW 


Sind  SI  .on  w'itli  \(mr   address    to    tli<' 

JUVENILE  INSTRUCTOR 

Salt  Lake  City,  Utali 


HALL'S  CANKER  and 
DIPTHERIA  REMEDY 


If  you  want  to  cure  Diptheria,  use  Hall's 
Canker  Remedy. 

If  you  want  to  prevent  Diptheria,  use 
Hall's  Canker  Remedy. 

If  one  of  your  children  in  the  house  has 
Diptheria,  give  Hall's  Canker  Rem- 
edy to  those  who  are  well  and  they 
will  never  take  the  disease. 

This  remedy  has  made  so  many  won- 
derful cures  in  the  past  twenty-five  years 
that  we  know  it  will  continue  to  do  the 
same  in  the  future.  This  wonderful 
remedy  is  sold  by  all  druggists  or  grocers . 

This  wonderful  remedy,  and  don't  for- 
get it  is  HALL'S  REMEDY. 


GOOD    BOOKS 

FOR    THE  SUNDAY   SCHOOL, 

SEVENTYS'  yUORUM, 

M.  I.  ASSOCIATIONS, 

AND  THE   HOME 

ALWAYS  TO  BE  HADAT 

Deseret  Sunday  School 
Union  Book  Store 

44    E.    SOinU    I'KMI'I.K  ST.    SAir   I    \K.K  ITIV 
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TEETHING 

Causes  no  disturbance  to  the  properly  fed  infant. 

BORDEN'S 

EAGLE  Brand 

Condensed  MILK 

Has  no  Equal  at  an  Infant's  Food. 

BORDENS  CONDENSED  MILK  CO., 
EST.  1857.  "Leaders  of  Quality."  NEW    YORK. 
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Maps 

Exodus   $1.50 

Old  Testament,  Palestine  ...  1.50 

New  Testament,  Palestine..  1.50 

Paul's  Travels 1.50 

Book  of  Mormon,  Cloth 2. 00 

Deseret  Sunday  School  Union  Book  Store 

44  E.  Soulh  Templf  St.  Salt  lake  City 


Buy  a  Piano 
Buy  it  Now 
Buy  it  of  Us 


Being  the  largest  music  house  in  the 
mountain  states,  we  are  able  to  make 
the  best  prices  and  arrange  the  easiest 
terms.  Let  us  sell  you  a  piano  for 
Xmas.      Write  us  today. 


Glayton^Daynes  Music  Go. 


'Steinway  Agents" 


109-13  Main  Street,  Salt  Lake 
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How  Jesus  came  to  be  the  Chri^. 


Bv  0.  J.  P.  W. 


Many  years  before  most  of  us  can 
remember  there  was  revealed  to  the 
Prophet,  Joseph  Smith,  a  very  old 
and  wonderful  story  which  tells 
about  man  before  he  came  to  this 
earth.  The  earth  was  not  even 
formed  at  the  time  the  story  tells 
about.  The  matter  from  which  it 
was  to  be  made  was  circling  about 
in  space,  in  obedience  to  the  laws  of 
God.  But  the  matter  was  unshaped 
and  unorganized.  The  coal  and  the 
iron,  the  gold  and  the  silver,  the  soil 
and  the  rocks,  the  air  and  the  wa- 
ter, all  the  things  that  make  this  big 
earth,  were  there,  mixed  without  or- 
der; for  God  had  not  yet  sent  forth 
the  command  that  the  matter  should 
be  gathered  together,  nor  had  the 
Spirit  of  God  moved  upon  the 
shapeless  mass,  hnd  there  was  no 
kind  of  life  then  upon  the  unor- 
ganized matter  in  space.  Therefore 
the  Bible  says  that  the  earth  was 
without  form  and  empty. 

Yet  all  the  men  and  women  of 
this  world  had  life  and  existence  at 
that  very  time.  We  were  all  living, 
created  beings  long  before  the  earth 
was  formed.  In  a  happy  home,  far 
awav  from  the  unorganized  matter 
of  the  earth,  we  lived  together  in 
the  spirit  world.  For  we  were  spir- 
its then.  We  did  not  have  bodies  of 
flesh  and  blood  and  bones  like  these 
we  have  now ;  but  we  had  spiritual 
bodies,  or  bodies  of  spirit.  Of 
course,  si)irit  is  made  of  some  kind 


of  matter,  too,  but  it  is  so  fine  that 
we  cannot  feel  it  or  see  it.  And  so 
our  spirits  lived  together  in  a  spirit- 
world  long  before  we  came  to  the 
earth  to  take  bodies  of  flesh.  Yet, 
even  at  that  far-away  time,  we  were 
all  longing  for  the  day  when  these 
other  bodies  should  be  given  us. 

Now,  in  the  very  beginning,  be- 
fore the  earth  was  formed  or  fash- 
ioned at  all — so  says  this  wonder- 
ful old  storj — God  the  Father  came 
down  among  the  many  spirits  in  the 
spirit  world.  He  looked  very  much 
like  the  spirits  in  form  and  shape, 
yet  he  was  very  dififerent  from  them  ; 
for  he  had  a  body  of  flesh  and 
bones.  He  was  clothed  in  a  long, 
flowing  garment  down  to  the  feet, 
which  was  bound  about  the  breast 
with  a  golden  girdle.  His  hair  was 
as  white  as  driven  snow.  His  face 
shone  with  a  brightness  greater 
than  that  of  the  noonday  sun  ;  and 
His  eyes  were  like  a  flame  of  fire. 
When  He  spoke.  His  voice  was  soft 
and  pleasant  above  all  other  sounds ; 
yet  it  was  strong  and  piercing,  like 
the  sound  of  rushing  waters.  And 
the  Lord  God  called  a  great  meeting 
of  the  spirits,  and  commanded  that 
they  should  come  from  all  parts  of 
heaven  to  liold  council  together.  Of 
course,  all  the  spirits  heard  the  com- 
mand and  made  ready  to  come.  So 
there  appeared  at  the  meeting,  Em- 
manuel, the  Son  of  God,  who  was 
afterwards  to  he  known  as    Jesus; 
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anil  Lucifer,  the  Son  of  the  Morn- 
in,L,f ;  and  Gabriel,  or  Noah,  the 
lUiilder  of  the  Ark;  and  Raphael, 
the  Archangel  of  God;  and  all  the 
other  sons  and  daughters  of  God, 
who  were  soon  to  shout  for  joy 
when  the  earth  should  be  made.  It 
was  a  great  and  wonderful  audi- 
ence. I  am  sure  you  have  never 
seen  a  picture  half  so  noble  and  in- 
spiring :  no  poet  on  earth  can  de- 
scribe it ;  nor  can  human  artist  paint 
it.  Far  and  near,  around  the  throne 
of  God,  they  stood,  a  countless  mul- 
titude of  spirits.  And  as  God  stood 
in  the  midst  of  them,  and  looked  out 
upon  them,  He  was  pleased ;  for 
most  of  those  spirits  were  good,  and 
many  were  great  and  noble. 

The  great  and  the  noble  ones 
stood  near  the  Lord  God  Himself. 
They  w-ere  the  spirits  of  Jesus  and 
Noah,  and  Abraham  and  Moses, 
and  Teremiah  and  John,  and  Joseph 
and  Hvrum.and  many  another  good 
man  whose  delight  has  been  to  serve 
the  Lord.  And  as  God  looked  upon 
them.  He  was  even  more  pleased 
than  before,  and  declared,  "These  I 
will  make  my  rulers." 

Then  He  turned  to  those  wlio 
were  with  Him  and  said,  "Come,  let 
us  go  down  and  take  of  the  matter 
floating  in  space,  and  make  an  earth 
on  which  these  spirits  may  dwell. 
For  here  in  the  spirit  world  they 
must  no  longer  remain.  Here  they 
have  advanced  as  far  as  they  can. 
Let  them  now  take  bodies  of  flesh, 
and  pass  through  the  experiences  of 
mortal  life,  that  they  may  become 
like  us,  even  gods,  and  gain  eternal 
life.  And  we  will  test  them  in  this 
way,  to  see  if  they  will  do  all  the 
things  whatsoever  the  Lord  their 
God  shall  command  them.  Those 
who  do  well  and  keep  pure  from 
sin  in  the  spirit-state  shall  have 
honor  and  glory  added  to  them  ;  and 
those   who  do   well   in   the   mortal 


state  on  earth  shall  have  honor  and 
glory  added  ui)on  their  heads  for- 
ever and  ever." 

In  this  way  did  the  Lord  God 
speak  to  the  spirits  assembled  in 
heaven.  .And  when  the  spirits  heard 
what  God  would  do  for  them,  they 
burst  out  in  mighty  singing.  For 
they  were  glad  that  an  earth  was  to 
be  made  for  them ;  they  were  glad 
that  they  might  go  there  to  receive 
bodies  of  flesh ;  they  were  glad  that 
they  might  gain  e.xperience  there, 
and  knowledge,  and  become  like 
God.  So  all  the  sons  of  God  shout- 
ed for  joy,  and  the  multitude  of 
spirits  sang  together,  because  of  this 
splendid  plan  of  the  Father,  by 
which  they  might  become  great  men 
and  women. 

But  now  the  Lord  God,  who 
knows  all  things,  looked  into  the 
future  and  saw  that,  when  man 
should  be  left  alone  upon  the  earth. 
he  would  be  led  by  the  Enemy  of 
man  to  do  evil,  and  would  sin,  and 
would  turn  aside  from  the  way  of 
the  Lord.  Then  death  would  come 
to  man.  His  body  w-ould  be  buried 
in  the  ground,  and  he  would  be  shut 
out  from  the  presence  of  God  for- 
ever if  nothing  were  done  to  save 
him.  But  what  could  be  done  to 
save  him?  If  man  breaks  a  com- 
mandment of  God,  he  must  pay  the 
penalty.  It  can  not  be  turned  aside. 
Every  one  of  us  must  some  day  pay 
for  the  wrong  he  has  done ;  and  so 
when  man  should  come  to  the  earth, 
and  should  sin,  he,  too,  must  pay 
for  that  sin.    He  must  die. 

When  God  turned  to  the  rejoicing 
host  of  spirits  and  revealed  to  them 
what  he  saw  in  the  future,  their  jov 
was  turned  to  sorrow,  and  their 
singing  to  weeping.  For  they  were 
anxious  to  go  to  the  earth ;  but  they 
were  anxious,  also,  to  return  again 
to  their  Father.  Indeed,  thev  must 
do  both  ;  thev  must  go  to  the  earth 
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to  secure  bodies  of  flesh ;  and  they 
must  return  to  the  Father  to  receive 
eternal  Hfe.  And  to  return  to  the 
Father,  the  bands  of  death  must  be 
broken ! 

P"or  a  moment  there  was  awful  si- 
lence in  the  council  of  spirits.  At 
the  very  moment  of  greatest  hap- 
piness came  the  shock  of  utter  de- 
spair. To  the  anxious  spirits  there 
shone  through  the  darkness  no  hope 
of  returning  again  to  the  Father 
with  their  bodies  of  flesh.  Then  the 
Lord  God  spoke.  "Let  not  your 
hearts  be  overcome  with  fear,"  he 
said,  "nor  doubt  that  the  plan  of  the 
Lord  God  shall  be  accomplished. 
The  fall  of  man  has  been  foreseen, 
and  his  redemption  has  been  oro- 
vided  for.  One  of  the  great  and  no- 
ble spirits  shall  be  sent  to  live  on  the 
earth  a  sinless  life.  Through  the 
love  and  mercy  of  God  this  Noble 
One  shall  take  upon  himself  the  sin 
of  the  world,  and  shall  give  his  own 
pure  life  as  a  sacrifice  for  that  sin. 
He  shall  pay  the  penalty  for  break- 
ing the  commandment  of  God,  and 
shall  overcome  the  power  of  death. 
Then  the  bands  of  death  shall  be 
broken.  Then  the  state  of  death 
shall  no  longer  last  forever;  but 
though  man  die,  yet  shall  he  be 
raised  from  death  and  be  brought 
back  to  God  to  live  forever.  But," 
he  added,  "whom  shall  I  send  to 
save  man  from  eternal  death?" 

Again  there  was  silence  in  the 
council  of  spirits.  Each  one  looked 
at  the  other  and  wondered  which 
one  would  be  so  nobly  unselfish  as 
to  sacrifice  himself  for  the  good  of 
the  rest.  Then  one  of  the  great 
ones — yes,  the  greatest  one,  Em- 
manuel, the  Son  of  God — stepped 
forth  with  stately  grace  anrl  said, 
"Here  am  L  Father,  send  me.  I 
will  lay  down  my  life  to  save  these 
Thy  chilflren.  I  w  ill  teach  tlicm  the 
Gospel,  and  lead  ihcm  back  to  Thcc 


in  love.  Not  one  shall  be  compelled 
to  believe ;  not  one  shall  be  forced 
to  come.  And  all  the  glory.  Father, 
shall  be  Thine  forever." 

Then  a  mighty  hosanna  rent  the 
clear  air  of  heaven.  The  great 
throng  of  happy  spirits  swung  back 
and  forth  and  rose  and  fell,  like  the 
rolling  waters  of  the  deep.  "A 
Savior;  a  Savior!"  they  cried  from 
rank  to  rank,  "Our  elder  brother, 
Emmanuel,  will  be  our  Savior,  and 
redeem  us  from  the  sin  of  our  new 
world."  The  great  shout  rang  out 
again  and  again,  as  the  innumerable 
multitude  gave  voice  to  its  joy. 

While  yet  the  joyful  spirits  were 
shouting  praises  to  their  Savior, 
with  ever-growing  enthusiasm, there 
strode  forth  from'  near  the  throne 
of  God  a^nother  of  the  great  and  no- 
ble ones.  He  was  a  spirit  of  strength 
and  power,  but  from  his  eyes  shone 
only  the  light  of  pride  and  selfish- 
ness. As  he  raised  his  hand  and 
looked  in  a  commanding  way  over 
the  great  multitude,  a  deep,  expect- 
ant hush  fell  upon  it.  Then  Lucifer, 
the  Son  of  the  Morning,  turned  to 
the  Lord  God  and  cried  in  proud  and 
haughty  tones,  "Behold  me,  Father, 
send  me.  I  will  be  thy  son.  I  will 
save  every  man  who  shall  go  to  the 
new  earth.  Not  one  soul  shall  be 
lost.  But,  Father,  I  want  all  Thy 
honor  and  Thy  glory  for  myself 
forever." 

When  the  proud  Son  of  the 
IMorning  ceased  speaking,  the  si- 
lence in  the  great  council  became  so 
intense  that  it  could  almost  be  felt. 
The  spirits  looked  from  one  to  the 
other  in  wondering  surprise.  They 
seemed  unaljlc  at  first  wholly  to 
grasp  the  meaning  of  Lucifer's 
words.  'I'hc  insolent  ])ri(le  and  the 
selfishness  of  it  all  overcame  them, 
'llicn  slowly  a  nnuMnur  began  to 
rise,  as  the  great  congregation  1)0- 
gan  tn  mulerstanil  what  thi^  second 
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volunteer  meant.  "He  wants  to  save 
us  whether  we  will  or  not,"  the 
spirits  whispered  one  to  another ; 
"he  wants  to  take  away  from  us  our 
rights  and  force  us  back  into  heav- 
en. Yes,  and  what  is  worse  than 
that,  he  wants  to  make  himself  God. 
He  wants  to  take  away  from  Father 
His  honor  and  His  glory."  And 
thus,  with  growing  indignation,  the 
spirits  expressed  their  disapproval 
of  Lucifer's  suggestion. 

Meanwhile,  the  Lord  God  looked 
sorrowfully   at   Lucifer,   the   proud 


decision  in  clear  and  ringing  tones : 
"I  will  send  the  first,"  He  said, 
"for  He  does  not  wish  to  take  away 
from  man  the  right  which  I  have 
given  him  to  do  good  or  evil  as  he 
may  choose.  Neither  does  He  wish 
to  rob  me  of  my  honor  and  my 
glory." 

Then  Lucifer  became  angry,  and 
rebelled  against  the  Almighty.  Most 
of  the  spirits  knew  that  the  judg- 
ment of  God  was  right.  But  one- 
third  of  the  host  of  heaven  followed 
Lucifer ;   and   these   he   ordered   in 
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and  selfish  Son  of  the  Morning.  He, 
too,  was  deeply  pained  by  Lucifer's 
suggestion,  and  disapproved  of  it. 
^^l^ile  the  spirits  were  murmuring 
among  themselves,  the  Father  rose 
slowly  from  His  throne,  and  com- 
manding silence  with  but  a  look  of 
His  piercing  eve.  He  gave  forth  His 


battle  array,  and  led  against  the 
armies  of  heaven.  The  battle  that 
followed  was  long  and  fierce.  Lu- 
cifer fought  like  one  who  knew  that 
defeat  would  mean  eternal  banish- 
ment. But  Michael,  or  Adam,  the 
Ancient  of  Days,  led  the  faithful 
armies  of  the  Almighty  :  and  by  and 
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by  he  overthrew  Lucifer  and  his  re-  away  from  God  that  they  may  not 

belhous   forces,   and  cast  them   far  hsten  to  His  voice, 

away  out  of  heaven.    Far,  far  down  But  Emmanuel,  the  Son  of  God, 

did  they  fall,  to  the  lower  regions  of  — whom  we  now  know  as  Jesus — - 

hell.     There  Lucifer  became  Satan,  became    from   that   time    forth   the 

or  the  Devil,  the  father  of  lies.  And  .A.nointed  One,  the  Savior    of     the 

from  that  time  forth  he  has  made  world.     That  is  how  Jesus  came  to 

it  his  special  mission  to  blind  and  be  the  Christ. 
to  deceive  men,  and  to  lead  them 


TIbe  ©Iben  Stor^, 

^rs.  Jf.  Spragenberg. 

Do  150U  F^now  tbe  ol^en  Btov^ 

®f  tbe  Star  tbat  le&  tbe  \va^, 
IKIlben  tbe  wise  men  souQbt  tbe  llnfant 

^bat  in  Betblcbem's  manoer  lai^? 
3n  tbe  east  it  sbone  so  briQbtl^, 

^ben  O'er  3ubea'6  billsi&e  steep, 
iKDbere  tbe  sbepberbs  la^  in  slumber 

Bi?  tbeir  flocF^s  of  quiet  sbeep. 

Ibave  ^ov  bear&  bow  anoel  voices 

Sang  tbe  sweet  anJ)  solemn  strain? 
6lor^  in  tbe  biabesti   (Blorip ! 

IPeace  on  eartb,  qoo^  will  to  men ! 
Ever?  ?ear  tbe  wondrous  storv 

CTbrills  our  spirits  witb  ^clicbi, 
Rn^  tbat  star  tbrouflb  all  tbe  aoes 

noahcs  tbe  worl&'s  ^arl^  patbwa?  brigbt. 


Ragina's  Happiest  Christmas. 

Bv  Katie  Grover. 


Regina  lived  in  the  big  house  on 
the  hill,  and  had  everything  that 
money  could  buy;  but  then  there 
are  lots  of  things  that  money  can- 
not buy.  Regina  would  have  glad- 
ly given  up  her  beautiful  home,  her 
dolls,  and  books,  and  pretty  clothes 
in  exchange  for  that  which  to  her 
seemed  the  finest  thing  in  the  world 
— and  that  was  a  baby  brother  or 
sister. 

On  the  afternoon  before  Christ- 
mas Regina  stood  by  the  hall  win- 
dow wistfully  watching  a  crowd  of 
children  who  were  having  a  jolly 
time  coasting  down  the  big  hill,  on 
an  old  schooner. 

"How  I  would  love  to  try  it 
once,"  sighed  lonely  little  Regina, 
pressing  her  nose  against  the  cold 
pane,  "and  how  nice  it  would  be  to 
have  a  lot  of  brothers  and  sisters 
like  the  Browns.  They  are  awful 
poor,  I  guess,  and  live  in  a  tiny  old 
house ;  but  they  are  always  happy 
and  jolly.  They  can  play  outdoors 
all  the  time,  and  wear  their  old 
clothes.  That's  much  nicer  than  al- 
ways being  dressed  up,  and  staying 
in  the  house  with  no  one  to  talk  to 
but  make-believe  people." 

She  ran  to  the  door  and  softly 
opened  it,  that  she  might  e^et  a  bet- 
ter view  of  the  rosy,  laughing  chil- 
dren. Suddenly,  there  on  the  porch, 
right  at  her  feet,  Regina  saw  some- 
thing which  brought  the  greatest 
thrill  of  joy  she  had  ever  known.  In 
an  old  telescope  basket  lay  a  lovely 
babe,  fast  asleep,  nestled  in  the  folds 
of  a  gray  blanket. 

Regina  gave  a  glad  little  cry,  then 
sank  on  her  knees  beside  the  basket, 
whereupon  baby  opened  a  pair  of 
bright  blue  eves,  and  smiled  sweet- 


"O  you  pretty  thing.  Did  God 
send  you  to  me?  I  prayed  for  Him 
to,  but  I  was  afraid  it  was  asking 
too  much.  You  dear  little  treasure 
let  me  show  you  to  mother." 

"Regina, come  in  out  of  the  cold," 
called  her  mother,  from  the  sitting- 
room.  "I  can  feel  that  draught  from 
here.     Come  in,  dear." 

"Mother,  see  what  I  have  found," 
and  the  little  girl  staggered  into  the 
room  with  the  heavy  baby,  drag- 
ging the  blanket  behind.  Next  min- 
ute the  pretty,  though  dreadfully 
dirty  baby  in  its  still  dirtier  clothes 
was  lying  on  the  silken  lap  of  a 
beautiful  woman. 

"Regina,  where  did  you  get 
this?"  she  demanded,  sharply.  "Call 
Annie  to  come  and  take  it  away.  My 
gown  will  be  ruined." 

"Mother,  it  was  on  the  doorstep." 
faltered  the  child,  tears  in  her  voice 
and  eyes, "and  it's  mine — mine  :  God 
sent  it.  I  asked  Him  to,  and  He 
remembered  me." 

Annie  came  and  lifted  the  baby 
into  a  big  Morris  chair.  Baby  did 
not  like  the  change,  but  when  Reg- 
ina would  have  kissed  and  com- 
forted the  little  soul,  her  mother 
would  not  allow  it. 

"No,  you  must  not  touch  it  again 
until  it  is  clean,"  she  said.  "No  tell- 
ing where  it  came  from  or  what 
germs  may  be  in  those  soiled 
clothes.  It  will  have  to  be  disinfect- 
ed first." 

"Likewise  sterilized  and  made 
antiseptic."  called  a  merry  voice 
from  the  doorway ;  and  Regina's 
tears  vanished  as  she  ran  and  clung 
to  her  father's  arm. 

"Father,  see  my  baby,  which  I 
found  on  the  doorstep.  May  I  keep 
it?" 
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She  led  him  to  the  cooing  baby, 
and  he  patted  its  golden  head ;  then 
baby  reached  up,  and,  grabbing  his 
liand.  tried  to  guide  one  of  his  large 
fingers  up  to  her  tiny  rosebud 
mouth. 

"She  is  hungry,  poor  little  thing," 
said  Mr.  Dayton.  "Isn't  she  pretty? 
She  has  real  hair,  too.  But,  little 
girlie,  I  don't  see  how  you  are  going 
to  manage  this  new  plaything." 

"It  is  all  nonsense  to  think  of 
such  a  thing,"  said  her  mother. 
"Who  wants  to  be  bothered  with  the 
care  of  a  strange  baby.  Regina,  you 
are  never  satisfi.ed.  It  was  only  a 
month  ago  that  I  got  you  a  Jap- 
anese poodle,  and  paid  fifty  dollars 
for  it." 

"Mother,  wouldn't  they  take  the 
poodle  back  and  give  us  the  money  ? 
Then  we  could  spend  it  on  the  baby, 
and  besides  she  can  have  what  y;ou 
would  spend  on  me,  because  I  have 
so  much  now  that  I  don't  need  any- 
thing more." 

"Let  her  keep  it,"  coaxed  her 
father,  whose  heart  had  so  often 
ached  in  sympathy  with  the  loneli- 
ness of  his  little  girl.  "I'll  hire  a 
nurse,  and  we'll  never  miss  what  we 
spend  on  this  little  creature.  Dear 
wife,  think  if  it  was  our  little  Reg- 
ina who  had  been  put  on  some- 
bodys'  doorstep  on  Christmas  eve?" 

"Don't  imagine  such  a  cruel 
thing,"  said  Regina's  mother,  with 
a  shudder.  "Very  well,  we  will 
keep  the  baby,  but  Annie  must  take 
it  upstairs  until  the  nurse  comes. 
The  Japanese  poodle  would  be  much 
less  trouble  than  a  baby ;  but  then 
it  would  be  cruel  to  send  the  little 
thing  away." 

Mr.  Dayton  himself  ten'derly  car- 
ried the  sleepy  and  hungry  baby  up- 
stairs, with  .'Xnnie  and  Regina  close 
behind. 

"Father,  when  .Santa  Claus  comes 
tonight,"   Regina   whispered   in  his 


ear  as  he  turned  to  go  downstairs, 
"you  tell  him  that  I  have  my  Christ- 
mas Dresent,  and  he  can  take  my 
share  to  the  Browns  at  the  foot  of 
the  hill." 

"Let  baby  sleep  with  me,"  she 
coaxed  the  nurse  later  on  that  night 
when  they  were  ready  for  bed. 
"Please  put  her  on  my  arm  and  I'll 
sing  her  my  own  baby  song." 

"Sleep,  baby,  sleep ! 

Thy  father  watcheth  his  sheep, 

Thy   mother   is    shaking   the    dreamland 

tree, 
And  down  comes  a  beautiful  dream  on 

thee. 
Sleep,  baby  sleep." 

When  her  father  came  up  to  kiss 
her  good-night,  she  and  the  baby 
lay  fast  asleep,  cuddled  up  close  to- 
gether. 

"You  dear  little  sleeping  beau- 
ties," said  Mr.  Dayton,  kissing  them 
fondly.  "I  wish  you  were  both 
mine." 

Christmas  morn  found  Regina  up 
early,  patiently  waiting  for  baby  to 
awaken  so  they  could  go  downstairs 
together  to  view  the  Christmas  tree. 

"See,  she  is  awake,"  she  said  to 
the  nurse.  "O,  all  night  I  could 
hardly  believe  it  was  true  that  she 
was  here.  I'd  wake  up  and  hunt 
for  her  soft  little  velvety  hand,  to 
be  sure  it  wasn't  all  just  a  beautiful 
dream." 

"Hark,"  said  the  nurse.  "Do  you 
hear  the  door  bell?  Who  can  be 
coming  so  early  this  morning?" 

"Perhans  it  is  Santa  Claus  just 
getting  here,"  cried  Regina,  run- 
ning out  into  the  hall  and  looking 
down  below. 

"We've  come  back  for  our  baby," 
smote  on  her  ears,  and  in  the  hall  be- 
low stood  the  six  Brown  children, 
all  cryiny  and  speaking  at  once. 

"We  want  our  baby.  Wc  left  her 
here   last   night  to  stay,   but   when 
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ma  came  she  cried  all  nitjht,  so  we 
had  to  tell  her,  and  now  we  all  want 
her  back." 

ReP'ina's  little  face  looked  very 
white  and  sad  as  she  ran  down  the 
stairs. 

"Whv  did  you  bring    the     baby 
here?"    she     demanded,     excitedly, 
"only  to   disappoint  me   by   taking 
her  away  again  ?  O^ 
I  can't  let  her  go." 

"We  wanted  you 
to  have  her,"  said 
Jessie  Brown,  the 
oldest  of  the  chil- 
dren, "  'cause  you 
looked  so  lonesome 
and  we  was  tired  of 
tending  her.  ]\Ia 
sews,,  and  she 
never  got  home  til! 
late,  and  she  didn't 
miss  the  baby  till  in 
the  night.  Then 
we  all  cried  all 
night — " 

"And  we'll  never 
give  our  baby  away 
again,"  said  Tom- 
my Brown,  "so  you 
just  hand  her  over, 
quick." 

Regina  took  them 
upstairs,  and  when 
they  saw  the  baby, 
so  rosy  and  sweet, 
they  nearly  smoth- 
ered her  with 
kisses.  She  was  as 
delighted  as  they 
and  held  out  her 
chubby  arms,  say- 
ing coaxingly : 

"Ta — mam — mam — mam." 

"Yes,  we'll  take  you  to  mam," 
said  little  Julia  Brown,  "and  we'll 
never  get  tired  of  you  again,  no  we 
won't." 

The  night  before  Regina  had  laid 
out  her  best  doll's  prettiest  clothes 


for  baby  to  wear  on  Christmas  day, 
and  now  she  had  nurse  ])ut  them 
all  on  just  the  same,  even  to  the 
white  embroidered  shoes,  and  the 
gold  chain  and  locket.  The  Brown 
children  looked  on  in  amazement 
and  delight. 

".\ain't  she  cute?  O,  the  darling? 
.\nd  to  think  we  nearly  gave  her 
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away,"  they  kept  repeating. 

By  this  time  Regina's  father  and 
mother  had  appeared.  In  the  excite- 
ment of  helping  to  dress  baby,  the 
little  girl  had  forgotten  her  loss, 
but  when  they  all  went  downstairs, 
and  baby  was  kissed    and     hugged 


RAG  IN  A' S  HAPPIEST  CHRISTMAS. 


455 


for  the  last  time,  it  was  hard  to  be 
brave  any  longer. 

"O,  I  hate  to  see  you  go,  my 
baby,"  cried  Regina. 

"Ta,"  said  baby,  as  the  Brown 
children  started  down  the  steps  with 
her,  then  smiling  at  Jessie,  "Mam- 
mam  ?"  she  enquired  in  her  baby 
language. 

"Come  in  and  see  your  Christmas 
tree,  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Dayton,  turn- 
ing to  her  lonely  little  girl,  who 
stood  looking  after  the  baby  with 
tearful  eves. 

"In  a  little  while,"  Regina  an- 
swered, tearfully,  as  she  ran  up- 
stairs to  have  a  cry  all  by  herself. 

"A  fine  Christmas  for  the  poor 
darling,"  said  her  father,  and  next 
thing  he  had  on  his  overcoat  and 
hat. 

"Frank,  where  are  you  going?" 
asked  his  wife,  with  a  worried  look. 

"To  the  Orphan's  Home  to  get  a 
dozen  babies  for  that  poor  child, 
if  they  will  let  them  go." 

"O,  Frank,  how  ridiculous  !  Come 
in  here,"  and  she  drew  him  into  the 
parlor  and  put  her  arms  about  his 
neck.  "Dearest,  can't  we  pray  to 
our  heavenly  Father  to  give  us  a  lit- 
tle baby  all  our  own  for  another 
Christmas?" 

".\ngeline,  my  wife,  why  of 
course !  -And  I  know  He  will  hear 
our  prayer,  if  we  go  to  Him  like 
little  children." 

"Then  it  will  be  a  Christmas 
gift,"  she  smiled. 

Regina  was  called,  and  she  came 
down  with  the  poodle  in  her  arms. 


"Fve  tried  to  love  him  and  pre- 
tend he  was  as  nice  as  a  baby,"  she 
sobbed,  putting  the  dog  down  in 
disgust,  "but  he  isn't  and  I  can't 
even  make-believe  he  is." 

"Listen,  dear;  we  have  something 
to  tell  you,"  said  her  father,  taking 
her  upon  his  lap  and  whispering 
in  her  ear. 

"Oh !  oh !"  cried  the  little  giri. 
"A  really  true  baby  all  our  own, 
which  no  one  can  take  away?  Then 
God  will  hear  my  prayer." 

"Yes,  darling,  and  He  will  hear 
ours,  too,"  said  her  father,  with  a 
smile. 

"Mother,  may  I  go  and  ask  the 
Brown  children  to  eat  Christmas 
dinner  with  us  today  and  give  them 
each  one  of  the  presents  on  the 
tree?  And  please  let  me  sell  the 
poodle  back  and  get  the  Brown  baby 
a  go-cart  and  some  clotlies  with 
the  money."  , 

Her  father  and  mother  looked  at 
each  other,  then  they  both  kissed 
her. 

"You  have  the  true  Christmas 
spirit,  dearest  child."  said  her  moth- 
er, thinking  how  selfish  her  own  life 
had  been.  "Well,  run  along  and 
bring  the  whole  Brown  family — the 
mother,  too." 

"O,  what  a  beautiful  Christmas," 
cried  Regina,  clapping  her  hands, 
and  dancing  up  and  down.  "It  will 
be  the  happiest  Christmas  we  ever 
had.  I  just  wish  we  could  have  all 
the  poor  little  children  in  the  city 
here.  I^omc  time  we  will,  won't 
we?" 


ffirratrr  Innr  hath  mi  iiitin  tl)ait  tliip,  ll^at  a  man  lajj  ^ml1u  Ijifl  lifr  for 
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What  Santa  Claus  Brought. 
A  Little  Girl's  Chri^mas  Story. 

By  R.  A.  A.  R. 


It  was  the  night  before  Christ- 
mas. A  great  stream  of  Hght  shone 
out  over  the  street  from  the  win- 
dows of  the  village  store.  The  hol- 
iday freight,  long  delayed  by  a 
snow  storm,  had  got  in  only  the  day 
before,  and  everybody  had  been 
rushing  to  see  the  Christmas  goods 
since  then.  Now  the  people  were 
coming  faster  than  ever,  and  the 
store  was  crowded.  Grace,  her 
papa,  mamma,  and  the  baby  were 
just  going  in. 

"I  want  to  see  the  dolls,"  said 
Grace,  pulling  aw^ay  from  her  fath- 
er's hand.  The  store  was  owned 
by  her  grandpa,  and  she  knew  well 
enough  where  the  dolls  would  be 
found.  But  she  was  so  little  that 
it  was  some  time  before  she  could 
get  "through  the  big  folks"  to  the 
counter,  where,  by  catching  hold  of 
the  edge,  she  could  raise  herself  on 
tiptoe  high  enough  to  get  a  look  at 
the  boxes  of  dolls. 

Her  eyes  grew  bigger  and  big- 
ger, filled  with  the  sight  before  her. 
There  were  large  dolls  behind  the 
counter  whose  beautiful  faces  and 
lovely  hair  were  all  that  could  be 
seen  of  them.  But  oh,  dear  me ! 
"the  prettiest,  cutest,  nicest"  of  all 
were  some  small  wax  dolls  above 
them.  Some  had  blue  eyes  and 
dark  hair,  and  some  had  blue  eyes 
and  light  hair ;  all  had  dainty  pink 
cheeks  and  smiling  mouths.  Their 
clothes  were  the  prettiest  ever — red, 
and  blue,  and  pink,  trimmed  with 
lace  and  bright  braid.  Their  silk- 
en bonnets  were  all  turned  up  in 
front,  and  their  slippers  had  buckles 
and  bows.  They  appeared  to  be 
jointed    dolls,    then    they   could    sit 


down.  Maybe  they  could  cry  or  sav 
"mamma,"  or,  at  least,  shut  their 
eyes  to  go  to  sleep. 

Grandpa  was  so  very  busy,  and 
his  eve  sight  was  very  poor,  or  he 
would  have  seen  Grace's  eager  eves 
and  little  pug  nose  sticking  up 
above  the  counter.  As  it  was,  she 
was  quite  forgotten, and  she  couldn't 
get  to  ask  him  if  Santa  Claus  would 
get  any  of  those  pretty  wax  dolls 
for  the  stockings  before  they  were 
all  sold,  though  she  wanted  so  m.uch 
to  do  so.  \Miat  if  Santa  Clans 
should  not  bring  her  one  anyhow. 
There  were  some  little  dolls  w^ith 
china  heads  and  cloth  bodies,  not 
dressed,  piled  up  on  the  shelf.  He 
might  bring  her  one  like  those.  Oh  I 
if  papa  would  only  buy  her  one  of 
the  wax  ones  now  so  she  would  be 
sure  to  have  it.  She  couldn't  tell 
which  she  wished  for  most — one 
with  dark  hair  and  a  pink  dress,  or 
a  light-haired  one  with  a  blue  dress. 
But  here  came  papa  to  say  they 
must  go.  She  had  to  take  his  hand 
and  go  out  of  the  light,  over  the 
big  bridge,  and  into  the  dark.  She 
looked  longingly  back  at  the  bright 
store,  wishing  she  could  stay  a  long 
time. 

"Papa,  will  you  buy  me  one  of 
those  prettiest  dolls?"  she  asked, 
timidly. 

"It's  Christmas  eve  tonight. 
Wait  till  morning,  and  see  what 
Santa  Claus  brings,"  said  papa. 

"But  he  might  bring  me  one  of 
those  ugly  little  china-headed  dolls 
instead  of  a  pretty  one  with  real 
hair  and  little  slippers." 

"But,  Gracie,"  her  mamma  said, 
"those  wax  dolls  will  soon  be  spoil- 
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ed,  and  their  jointed  legs  come 
apart,  while  the  china-headed  ones 
will  last  a  long  time." 

"Well,  the  dresses" — Grace  be- 
gan. 

"Now,  you  just  wait,  and  let 
Santa  Claus  settle  it  for  you.    His 


OI.l)    SANTA    CLAt'S. 

judgment  is  best,"  interposed  papa, 
decisively. 

So  Grace  could  not  talk  about  it 
any  more  that  night.  When  bed- 
time came  soon  after,  she  said  to 
her  mamma,  "Well,  Santa  Claus  al- 
ways brings  me  something  nice,  and 
I  think  he  will  tonight,  don't  you?" 

"Yes,  I  think  so,"  her  mother  re- 


plied. "But  whatever  it  is,  you 
must  try  to  be  satisfied,  for  he 
knows  best  what  you  will  like." 

"I  will,  mamma,"  cried  Grace, 
as  she  drew  the  covers  snug  over 
her,  "and  now  I  want  to  go  right  to 
sleep,  so  morning  will  come  quick." 
JNIorning  did,  indeed, 
come  almost  before 
Grace  knew  it.  She 
opened  her  eyes  just 
when  the  darkness  was 
clearing  away  enough  so 
she  could  make  out  the 
blurry  outlines  of  the 
big  clothes  horse  and  a 
chair  close  by.  Her 
stocking  was  hung  at  the 
foot  of  the  bed.  She  felt 
sure  it  was  full  of  some- 
thing good.  She  could 
imagine  some  chocolate 
candy  in  her  mouth  al- 
ready. She  would  lie  a 
little  longer  til!  it  grew 
lighter,  and  then  get  up 
and  see.  If  she  could 
but  hear  papa  or  mam- 
ma she  would  get  up 
now.  But  there  was  no 
sound  to  be  heard  except 
the  low  tick-tock  of  the 
clock  in  the  other  room. 
And  ugh !  it  was  cold 
enough  to  freeze  her  if 
she  put  even  her  arms 
out  of  the  covers.  So 
slowly  the  darkness 
faded  away,  she  could 
hardly  wait.  But  as  soon 
as  she  could  distin- 
guish her  dresses  from  baby's  on 
the  clothes  horse,  she  raised  her 
head.  There  hung  her  stockings, 
but  they  were  not  very  full.  But 
wliat  was  that  beside  them?  Never 
minding  the  cold  now,  she  sat  right 
u]),  and  reached  the  stockings  and 
the — the — yes,  it  was  a  little  broom. 
( )h  !  and   just  her  size.      The   ban- 
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die  looked  to  be  blue  or  green. 
I'-apfcrly  her  hand  went  into  the 
stocking-.  Something  hard — oh, 
dear !  a  china-headed  doll !  Out  it 
came,  but  Grace's  frown  changed  to 
a  smile.  For  it  was  just  as  cute  as 
could  be  in  a  brown  figured  dress, 
ruffled  and  embroidered.  Grace 
hugged  it  close.  "You  dear  little 
dolly,"  she  murmured,  "you  look 
like  a  real  little  girl,  and  you're  just 
as  nice  as  the  wax  dolls." 

The  rest  of  that  stocking  con- 
tained nuts  and  candy,  which  Grace 
began  to  eat. 

At  that  moment,  the  door  opened 
and  papa's  head  appeared. 

"I  thought  I  heard  some  papers 
rattling,"  he  said,  as  he  saw  her  sit- 
ting there  in  her  night  gown. 

"Oh,  papa,"  cried  Grace,  "Santa 


Glaus  has  brought  me  a  little  green 
broom,  just  my  size,  and  the  pret- 
tiest doll,  and  candv  and  nuts,  and 
— and — "  she  said,  diving  her  hand 
into  the  other  stocking,  "a  Mother 
Goose  book,  and  oh !  a  big  orange 
and  whv !  it's  a  new  dress,  I  do  be- 
lieve, with  flowers  in.  I  can  sweep 
with  my  new  broom  and  tend  the 
baby  for  mamma  while  she  sews 
it." 

"Well,  you'd  better  lie  down  and 
get  warm  while  I  make  a  fire,"  said 
papa. 

Grace  lay  down  with  her  precious 
doll  beside  her. 

"Mamma,"  she  called.  "Old 
Santa  Gaus  did  know  best,  I  think. 
Do  you  like  Maybelle  for  a  doll's 
name  ?  I  want  to  name  my  dollv 
that." 


A  OIIirtstmaB  ©t^nitrjlit 

Su  luljatso  mt  sliarp,  uittl)  anotl)pr'H  ttppi,— 
Not  tl|at  uiliirli  lup  giup,  but  lulmt  uir  aliarp,— 
3^nr  tl|r  gift  luitlinut  tlip  giiirr  is  barr; 
BJhn  brstnuis  Itimsplf  uiitli  bis  alms  fnha  t\}vn,— 
l^imself.  his  huugfring  urigltbnr.  nwh  Mt." 
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Suggestions   for   Chn^mas. 

B\<  Rose  H.  IV id t so e. 


What  a  happy  time  Christmas  is ! 
In  every  part  of  this  great  world 
where  Christians  live,  Christmas  is 
the  greatest  clay  in  the  year.  On 
that  day  we  celebrate  the  birth  of 
our  Savior.  Think  what  he  did 
for  us !  In  the  greatness  and  good- 
ness of  his  soul  he  offered  up  his 
life  to  atone  for  the  great  sin  of 
man.  He  gave  up  his  life  that  we 
might  have  joy.  Then  let  us  keep 
the  Christmas  spirit  burning  in  our 
hearts  and  never  allow  ourselves  to 
dread  the  coming  of  this  great  day. 

Christmas  worship  is  in  many 
cases  giving  place  to  Christmas 
jollity.  There  should  be  a  com- 
bination of  worship  and  jollity.  We 
should  remember  the  day  and  what 
it  stands  for.  In  many  countries 
the  Christ-sermon  is  the  chief  event 
of  the  day.  Where  we  do  not  have 
the  privilege  of  attending  a  Christ- 
mas service,  let  us  listen  at  home  to 
a  good  story  of  our  Savior  and  give 
thanks  to  Him  for  all  the  blessings 
that  we  enjoy. 

The  younger  members  of  the 
family  think  most  of  the  Christmas 
tree,  the  Christmas  dinner  and  the 
other  Christmas   joys  that   the  oc- 


casion brings.  Christmas  is  cer- 
tainly a  time  for  giving  and  re- 
ceiving, but  this  is  not  really  the 
true  spirit  of  the  day.  Let  us  this 
year  try  to  confine  our  giving  with- 
in our  means,  so  that  Christmas 
will  not  be  a  burden  because  of 
its  bills. 

Christmas  is  and  should  be  a 
merry  day  for  the  children.  Chil- 
dren live  wholly  in  the  glorious 
present  so,  be  our  hearts  light  or 
heavy,  let  us  one  and  all  endeavor 
to  make  the  day  gladsome  in  re- 
membrance of  the  dear  Christ  Child. 
A  few  suggestions  will  be  given  to 
aid  in  the  preparation  for  this  great 
(lay. 

I'irst  of  all  conies  the  decoration 
of  the  Christmas  room  and  the 
Christmas  tree.  Weeks  before,  the 
evergreen  chains  may  be  made 
Very  strone  chord  or  better,  a 
small  sized  rope  is  needed.  Onto 
this  rope  sprigs  of  evergreen  are 
tied  by  means  of  small  cord.  These 
ever-green  chains  may  be  carried 
from  each  corner  of  the  room  to 
the  center  and  if  more  is  desired, 
festoon  it  over  the  doors  and  win- 
dows,     j'inish   the  decoration   witli 
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Christmas  bells.  The  largest  bell 
should  be  hung  in  the  center  at  the 
union  of  the  evergreen  chains. 

Then  come  the  Christmas  tree 
decorations.  There  are  many  ways 
in  which  a  tree  may  be  decorated. 

A  B.\BV"s  CHRISTM.AS  TREE. 

The  color  scheme  should  be  white 
and  silver.  White  tarlatan  stock- 
ings may  be  buttonholed  around  the 
top  with  silver  cord,  such  as  con- 
fectioners use  to  tie  candy  boxes. 
All  the  parcels  should  be  wrapped 
in  white  tissue  paper,  and  tied  with 
silver  cord. 

Each  tiny  sprig  of  the  tree  should 
be  tipped  with  a  pop  corn  flake,  fas- 
tened on  with  a  pin.  It  takes  many 
pins  to  snowflake  the  tree,  but  the 
effect  is  very  beautiful,  and  pays 
for  the  trouble. 

Silvered  English  walnuts  may  be 
hung  here  and  there  suspended  by  a 
silver  cord.  A  beautiful  silver  star 
should  crown  the  tree,  and  silver 
tinsel  should  be  bountifully  sprin- 
kled over  the  tree.  All  the  candles 
must  be  white.  There  may  be  also 
quantities  of  smaller  silver  stars  and 
silver  paper  chains  interlaced,  kin- 
dergarten fashion.  The  little  bright 
balls,  known  as  electric  sparklers, 
may  also  be  used.  The  tree  will  be 
pronounced  a  thing  of  beauty  by  all 
who  see  it. 

A    LARGE    CI-IRISTMAS   TREE. 

It  would  not  be  well  to  trim  a 
tree  for  older  children  in  this  way, 
as  it  would  be  an  endless  task  to 
tip  the  sprigs  of  a  large  tree  with 
pop-corn.  Usually  the  children  en- 
joy making  paper  chains,  pop-corn 
and  cranberry  chains,  paper  flowers, 
and  baskets.  Common  boxes  may 
be  made  beautiful  by  trimming  with 
tissue  paper,  and  may  then  be  used 
to  put  presents  in. 

There  are  many  beautiful  Christ- 


mas tree  decorations  and  if  these  are 
handled  carefully  and  preserved 
year  after  year  it  will  not  be  a  very 
great  expense  to  decorate  the  time- 
honored  Christmas  tree. 

The  great  danger  in  having  a 
Christmas  tree  is  in  using  candles. 
There  have  been  many  serious  acci- 
dents from  fires  started  by  them. 
Santa  Claus  should  be  careful.  His 
costume  is  such  that  it  would  easily 
catch  fire  and  burn  rapidly.  The 
ideal  way  of  lighting  the  Christmas 
tree  is  by  means  of  small  electric 
lights.  The  wire  may  be  twined  in 
and  out  between  branches  of  the 
tree.  Colored  globes  may  be  pro- 
cured. This  is  rather  expensive  at 
first,  but  will  last  many  years. 

CHRISTMAS  TABLE  DECORATIONS. 

A  five-pointed  star  made  from 
holly  and  evergreen  is  a  table  cen- 
terpiece always  satisfactory.  From 
this  a  red  ribbon  may  run  to  each 
plate,  and  be  attached  to  a  bell- 
shaped  place  card.  Over  the  table 
suspend  by  red  ribbons  red  tissue- 
paper  bells  or  a  chime  of  gilt  and 
silver  bells.  For  example,  overhead 
are  eight  bells,  four  of  red  and  four 
of  green,  with  scarlet  ribbon  inter- 
laced between.  Three  wreaths  of 
holly  with  red  candles  grace  the  ta- 
ble. Gilt  stars  are  the  candy  boxes, 
and  Santa  Claus  figures  hold  the 
salted  almonds.  The  decoration 
may  be  carried  out  further  in  the 
menu : 

Canapes,  star-shaped  ;  cold  turkey 
garnished  with  stars  cut  from  beets 
and  carrots ;  fruit  salad  served  in 
holly  wreaths :  ice  cream  in  bell- 
shaped  molds  ; holly  decorated  cakes. 

THE   CHRISTMAS   BARREL. 

In  a  family  where  there  are  no 
children,  and  none  to  be  borrowed 
from    near    relatives,    a    Christmas 
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tree  would  hardly  be  desired.  A 
novel  way  of  distributing  presents  is 
to  have  a  Christmas  barrel.  A  bar- 
rel may  be  lined  with  cheap  cloth 
and .  covered  with  red  crepe  paper 
and  decorated  with  red  ribbon  and 
evergreens.  The  day  before  Christ- 
mas the  barrel  is  placed  in  the  re- 
ception hall.  All  the  members  of 
the  family  place  their  presents  there- 
in. At  breakfast  it  may  be  rolled 
into  the  dining-room  and  the  con- 
tents disclosed  by  one  whose  lot  it 
is  to  perform  the  pleasant  task.  This 
honor  can  be  determined  by  the  use 
of  two  candy  canes,  one  long,  one 
short ;  the  one  getting  the  long  one 
acts  as  Santa  Claus.  This  is  not 
much  trouble,  and  is  certainly  more 
interesting  than  just  the  ordinary 
way  of  giving  things. 

CHRISTMAS  INVITATIONS. 

Send  Christmas  invitations  writ- 
ten on  little  red  stockings,  enclosed 
in  an  ordinary  envelope,  with  this 
jingle  written  in  white  ink: 

"At  the  sign  of  the  stocking  warm  and 

bright, 
We'll    expect    you    sure    on    Christmas 

night ; 
The  hour  is  six,  so  don't  be  late, 
A  good  time's  coming;  for  you  we  wait." 

Hang  a  big  red  stocking  in  the 
window  with  a  light  behind  it,  and 
the  "sign"  will  be  visible  for  blocks. 

A    CHRISTMAS    PARTY. 

In  the  center  of  the  room  place  a 
large  Christmas  pie,  made  out  of  a 
washtub.  The  outside  of  the  tub 
may  lie  covered  with  red  cloth  or 
red  paper.  The  presents  should  be 
put  in  and  covered  with  bran  or 
sawdust.  .'V  ribbon  should  be  at- 
taclicd  to  each  package,  and  the  oth- 
er end  weighted  with  a  red,  highly 


polished  apple,  resting  on  the  floor, 
with  the  name  of  the  guest  fastened 
to  it  with  a  toothpick. 

The  top  of  the  pie  should  be  cov- 
ered with  greens  in  which  is  planted 
a  small  tree,  either  real  or  artificial, 
for  each  guest.  The  fun  begins 
when  the  hostess  tells  them  to  "go 
to  the  forest  and  bring  home  a 
Christmas  tree."  Each  child  finds 
his  name  tied  to  the  branches  of  a 
tree,  pulls  it  up,  and,  tied  to  the  bot- 
tom, he  finds  a  daintily  done-up  tis- 
sue-paper package. 

After  these  gifts  are  examined, 
at  a  given  signal  each  takes  an  ap- 
ple and  the  pie  is  pulled  bringing 
out  some  little  trinket.  Attached  to 
each  token  is  a  little  jingle,  describ- 
ing a  member  of  the  party,  who, 
when  found,  is  to  be  the  supper 
partner. 

A  HOLLY  AND  MISTLETOE  GAME. 

Provide  green  and  red  ribbons  of 
about  two  inches  in  width,  divide 
the  party  into  sides,  giving  one  side 
red,  and  the  other  green  streamers. 
Those  holding  red  are  holly,  those 
Holding  green  are  mistletoe.  One 
person  holds  the  ends  of  all  the  rib- 
bons in  his  hand ;  each  child  holds 
the  end  of  a  single  ribbon.  Form  a 
circle  with  the  ribbon  radiating 
from  the  center  like  the  spokes  of 
a  wheel.  The  test  is  this  :  When  the 
leader  calls,  "All  holly  let  go"  they 
must  hold  on  tight,  while  the  mis- 
tletoe drop  their  ribbons  ;  and  when 
the  command  is,  "Let  go  inistletoe," 
the  hollies  must  obey.  The  ones 
who  fail  to  do  the  reverse  of  the 
command  are  required  to  pay  a  for- 
feit ;  recite,  sing,  draw  a  picture,  or 
do  something  amusing.  Paying  the 
penalties  may  be  macle  a  very  enter- 
taining feature  of  an  evening's  fun. 


A  Queer  Chn^mas  Tree. 


The  little  Victor's  Christmas  tree 
was  to  be  put  off  a  month — a  whole 
month  !  Leslie  got  the  almanac  and 
reckoned  the  days. 

"Six  more  in  December  and  twen- 
ty-five in  January — that's  thirty-one 
days,"  she  sighed.  "O,  Elmer  Cecil 
A'ictor,  do  you  b'lieve  we  can  wait 
thirty-one  more  days?  Don't  you 
feel  most  certain  it  will  kill  us?" 

Elmer  Cecil  straightened  his  little 
slight  figure  and  regarded  Leslie 
sternly. 

"I  guess  you've  forgotten  Mar- 
jorie,"  was  all  he  said. 

Ah,  JMarjorie!  Yes,  for  one  wee 
minute  Leslie  had  forgotten  patient, 
crippled  Marjorie. 

"Oh,"  she  cried  in  swift  remorse, 
"of  course  we  want  to  wait  for  Mar- 
jorie! We  couldn't  have  a  Christ- 
mas tree  without  Marjorie — not  if 
it  wasn't  till  the  Fourth  of  July !" 

Marjorie  was  the  smallest  Victor 
of  all,  and  just  now  she  was  lying 
in  a  bit  of  a  white  bed  in  the  hos- 
pital, "being  cured."  It  had  taken 
a  long  tedious  while — it  would  take 
another  month  still,  the  doctors  said. 
But  then — then — they  hoped  to  send 
the  little  girl  home  without  her 
crutches.  That  was  worth  waiting 
"most  forever  for,"  Elmer  said. 

.\nd  "O,  yes,  indeed !"  echoed 
Leslie,  fervently.  It  was  dreadful 
to  think  she  had  forgotten  Marjorie. 

The  children  stood  at  the  nursery 
windows:  Elmer  Cecil  and  Leslie  at 
one,  and  the  twin  Victors  at  the 
other.  All  their  little  round  faces 
were  graver  than  usual,  on  the  day 
before  Christmas.  Mother  was 
away  with  Marjorie, and — well,  who 
could  look  quite  so  merry  over  a 
put-off  Christmas?  Thirty-one  days, 
when  vou  count  them  on  vour  fin- 


gers, go  round  so  many  times ! 

.A.  flock  of  little  English  sparrows 
fluttered  down  to  the  snow  outside 
the  windows  and  hopped  about  a  lit- 
tle disconsolately.  They  did  not 
look  very  happy,  either. 

"I  guess  they're  looking  for  some 
crumbs,  that's  what  I  guess."  Elmer 
Cecil  said,  suddenly.  And  in  an  in- 
stant all  the  little  \'ictor  feet  were 
scurrying  through  the  hall,  to  Nora, 
for  sparrow  bread.  They  crumbled 
it  over  the  snow  in  inviting  little 
piles. 

"Come  back,  little  sparrow  birds, 
come !"  chirruped  Leslie.  "Here's 
a  beautiful  dinner  for  you  !  The  ta- 
ble is  all  set — come,  come,  come,  lit- 
tle sparrow  birds !'' 

And  bv-and-by,  when  the  children 
had  gone  back  to  the  windows  to 
watch,  they  came.  How  eager  and 
excited  they  were,  nudging  each 
other's  elbows  and  stepping  on  each 
other's  toes !  And  how  they  chat- 
tered and  chirped  in  their  sweet  lit- 
tle voices. 

"There  comes  a  snow-bunting — 
two.three  snow-buntings  !"  cried  El- 
mer Cecil.  "They're  hungry,  too. 
Poor  little  birds,  I  should  think 
they'd  starve  to  death  !  .\unt  Janie  !" 
He  whirled  on  his  toes  and  faced 
Aunt  Janie  with  an  anxious  little 
face.  "Aunt  Janie,  do  they  starve — 
the  birdies,  you  know?  There  isn't 
a  single  thing  for  them  to  eat  but 
snow — not  a  single  thing!" 

Aunt  Janie  slipped  away  her  work 
and  came  to  the  window.  She  put 
one  hand  on  Elmer  Cecil's  shoulder, 
and  how  it  made  him  straighten  up 
stoutly.  That  was  the  way  grandma 
leaned  on  papa's  shoulder  ! 

"Starve?  Not  a  bit  of  it !  Open 
the   window   and  ask   them."   cried 
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Auntie,  cheerily.  "Ask  that  little 
fat  brown  fellow  what  he  had  for 
breakfast.  Three  courses  as  likely 
as  not !  First  a  few  nibbles  of  a 
frozen  apple,  in  the  orchard ;  then 
a  course  of  weed  seeds,  peeping  up 
out  of  the  snow  beside  the  road,  and 
for  dessert,  very  likely,  a  few 
mountain-ash  berries.  Do  you  call 
that  starving?" 

"My,  no  !"  laughed  four  little  Vic- 
tors, in  choru<. 

"Neither  do  I.  The  little  cedar- 
birds  eat  cedar  berries  and  tiny  ma- 
ple-buds, and  nuthatches  hunt  for 
hickory  nuts." 

"But  there's  Blinker,  Aunt  Janie 
— what  does  Blinker  eat?"  Leslie 
asked,  earncstl}'.  Blinker  was  the 
little  red  owl  that  dozed  all  day  long 
in  the  apple-tree  trunk,  beyond  the 
stone  wall. 

"Oh,  Blinker— well, I'm  afraid—" 
Aunt  Jane  looked  sober — "I'm 
afraid  Blinker  is  a  cannibal.  The 
little  chickadees  and  sparrows  could 
tell  you  what  he  eats.  And,  besides, 
he  is  extravagantly  fond  of  little 
field  mice — dozy,  sly  old  Blinker  !" 

That  night  after  the  stockings 
were  hung — for  there  were  going  to 
be  stockings,  if  not  a  tree — Elmer 
Cecil  lay  awake  "thinking  up"  the 
most  beautiful  plan.  It  popped  into 
his  mind  like  a  beautiful  inspira- 
tion, and  how  it  did  surprise  him ! 

"Why,  of  course!"  he  cried,  soft- 
ly. "It'll  be  beautiful !  It'll  be  a 
Christmas  tree,  alter  all.  'We'll  take 
the  little  mulberry  tree  for  it — oh, 
yes.  and  there'll  be  apples  to  put  on 


— not  old  frozen  apples,  but  shiny, 
soft  ones — and  cracked  nuts  and  seed 
cookies  and  bones — "  Elmer  Cecil 
laughed  aloud  in  the  dark — bones 
seemed  such  funny  things  to  hang 
on  a  Christmas  tree !  But  Auntie 
had  said  the  downy  woodpeckers 
and  their  own  cousins,  the  nut- 
hatches, liked  bones  to  pick. 

"And  we'll  hang  on  some  ears  o' 
corn  for  the  crows — we  won't 
leave  the  crows  out,"  Elmer  Cecil 
murmured  drowsily  as  he  finally 
went  off  to  sleep. 

The  next  afternoon  there  was  the 
queerest — and  dearest,  Aunt  Janie 
said — Christmas  tree,  out  in  the 
front  yard.  It  was  the  little  mul- 
berry tree,  bravely  decked  out  for 
the  birds.  There  were  shiny  red  ap- 
ples— there  were  seed  cookies  and 
ears  of  corn — and  nuts  cracked  and 
all  ready  to  peck.  There  were 
mountain-ash  berries  and  bits  of 
crisp,  crumbly  bread — and  bones  ! 

The  whole  little  tree  bristled  and 
bridled  with  its  queer  fruit,  rustling 
its  little  dry  branches  as  if  it  were 
whispering  "Bless  my  soul !"  to  it- 
self. To  be  sure  it  was  a  queer  lit- 
tle, dear  little,  Christmas  tree !  But 
it  suited  the  snow-buntings  and  the 
cedar-birds,  and  the  sparrows.  And 
the  nuthatches  and  the  woodpeckers 
liked  it.  Only  Blinker  dozed  un- 
concernedly all  Christmas  dav  long. 

"Merry  Christmas  !  Merry  Christ- 
mas !".  called  all  the  little  "Victors, 
softly,  through  the  window  panes. 

"Merry  Christmas !"  chirped  back 
the  little  birds,  gratefully. 


JOSEPH  SMITH,  OUR  PROPHET. 


By  Annie    Malin. 

E  came  to  earth,  our  Prophet  dear, 

The  Holy  Gospel   to  restore; 
He  came,   and  angels  hovered  near, 

Appearing  to  him  o'er  and   o'er. 
The  Lord  had  sent  him  froni  the  skies 

A  heavenly  mission  to  fulfill; 
He  came  to  find  the  sacred  prize 

Hid  in  Cumorah's  lonely  hill. 


He  came,  and  Saints  rose  up  to  hear 

The  heavenly  message  he  had  brought; 
The  world  shall  yet  his  name  revere, 

And  shall  accept  the  truths  he  taught. 
He  boldly  strove  God's  word  to  teach, 

And  to  obey  his  full  command, 
To  every  nation  it  shall  reach. 

And  firm  and  mighty  it  shall  stand. 


Then  let  the  Saints  of  latter  days 

Unfurl  his  standard  to  the  world, 
The  highest  tribute  to  him  raise 

Till  hate  and  envy  down  are  hurled. 
The  Savior  died  that  we  might  live. 

The  Prophet  died  to  prove  his  worth; 
Both  love  and  reverence  we  will  give, 

And  bless  the  day  of  Joseph's  birth. 


J(XSKI'II    SMI  Til, 
I'hc  Prophet  of  the  Last  Dispensation. 


Short  Stories  from  Church  History. 

By  John  Henry  Evans. 


XX. 

LOVING  THE  DARKNESS. 

You  couldn't  see  your  hand  be- 
fore you — it  was  so  dark.  And  yet 
somebody  was  abroad. 

"He  lives  at  our  house,"  came 
from  a  man  who,  to  judge  by  the 
tone  of  his  voice,  was  anxious  his 
words  should  not  go  far. 

There  was  a  noise  of  men  walk- 
ing, many  of  them. 

"Stop,  boys !''  said  another  man, 
in  a  loud  whisper.  "Don't  go  there 
now !  Let's  stay  here  for  a  minute 
to  see  how  it's  to  be  done.  Joe 
Smith's  a  powerful  man,  strong  as 
an  ox,  and  springy  as  a  panther." 

"Joe  Smith  powerful!"  almost 
roared  a  third.  "I'll  bet  a  hundred 
dollars  I  c'n  carry  him  out  m'self." 

At  this  several  laughed  in  a  muf- 
fled undertone.  They  would  have 
liked  to  laugh  uproariously. 

"Don't  doubt  -your  word  about 
carrying  Smith  out, ''said  somebody, 
"'cause  you're  known  to  be  the 
strongest  man  in  Ohio.  But  I'll  bet. 
Waste,  you  ain't  seen  a  hundred 
dollars  in  your  life  !" 

"Come,  come !"  persuaded  the 
man  who  had  called  a  halt,  "we 
haven't  time  to  lose  in  betting.  Let's 
get  down  to  business,  fellows." 

The  men  collected  in  a  group. 
Someone  drew  from  under  his  coat 
a  dark  lantern,  removing  the  slide. 
It  then  appeared  that  there  were  be- 
tween twenty  and  thirty  men,  each 
wearing  a  mask. 

"Say,  Booth,"  are  we  goin'  to 
take  Rigdon,  too?"  This  was 
Waste's  voice. 

Booth !  .  .\ha !  And  so  Ezra 
Booth,  the  apostate,  was  here  lead- 


ing this  band  of  men  into  some  mis- 
chief against  the  Prophet  Joseph ! 
You  know.  Booth  was  at  one  time  a 
Campbellite  minister.  When  he  saw 
Mrs.  Johnson's  rheumatic  arm, 
which  had  been  useless  for  two 
years,  healed  under  the  administra- 
tion of  the  Prophet,  he  joined  the 
Church.  Then,  because  Joseph 
would  not  ask  the  Lord  to  give 
liooth  power  to  smite  those  who 
would  not  receive  his  testimony,  he 
left  the  Saints,  becoming  very  bit- 
ter.   And  this  was  his  revenge  ! 

"Sure !"  he  said,  in  answer  to 
Waste's  question.  "Rigdon's  about 
as  bad  an  tgg  as  Smith.  That 
means,"  Booth  continued,  "that 
we've  got  to  divide  our  party." 

The  preacher-chief  reflected  a 
moment. 

"Ryder,"  he  went  on,  "you'd  bet- 
ter take  twelve  or  fifteen  of  the  boys 
and  go  to  Rigdon's.  Bring  him  here 
to  this  place  ;  this  is  where  the  fun'll 
be." 

The  person  spoken  to  was  Si- 
monds  Ryder,  another  apostate  and 
former  Campbellite  preacher.  He, 
too.  had  been  converted  and  had 
left  the  Church  for  a  reason  even 
more  foolish  than  Booth's.  He  as- 
sented to  his  commission  cheerfullv, 
as  if  he  enjoyed  the  responsibilitv. 

Turning  to  another  man.  Booth 
inquired :  "Doc,  did  von  bring  that 
vial?" 

"No,"  was  the  reply,  "liut  I  can 
get  it  in  two  shakes  !" 

"Eli'd  better  go  with  Ryder  to 
Rigdon's  to  get  some  feathers.  He's 
got  some  good  ones  in  his  pillow. 
I've  used  it  many's  the  time.  Ma- 
son's got  a  bucket  of  tar  and  some 
fine  brushes." 
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"All's  well,  then  boys?"  he  said, 
inquiringly ;  and  then  without  wait- 
ing for  an  answer,  he  added,  "Come 
on,  everybody ;  but  no  noise,  mind ! 
Johnson,  lead  the  way !" 

The  men  walked  on  for  a  few 
minutes  silently.  They  appeared  to 
be  going  to  a  house  not  far  away, 
■from  one  of  whose  windows  came  a 
rather  feeble  light,  as  of  a  lamp 
turned  down.  A  few  rods  farther 
brought  them  near  it.  They  paused. 

"Johnson,"  whispered  Booth, 
"you  know  this  place  better'n  we  do. 
Suppose  you  lead  some  of  the  boys 
round  to  the  door  to  fasten  it,  while 
I  peep  through  this  window — it's 
where  Smith  sleeps,  isn't  it? 

"Yes,"  came  the  almost  inaudible 
response. 

Johnson  took  three  men,  one  of 
whom  had  a  rope,  round  the  corner. 
Of  course,  he  knew  "this  place"  bet- 
ter than  any  one  else  in  that  crowd 
did,  for  wasn't  this  his  own  home? 
and  didn't  his  own  father  and  moth- 
er live  here  also?  He,  like  Ryder 
and  Booth,  had  belonged  to  the 
Church,  but  bad  company  and  bad 
habits  were  responsible  for  his  apos- 
tasy. 

Booth  pressed  his  face  against  the 
window  pane.  He  could  see  a  bed 
in  one  corner  of  the  room,  in  which 
there  was  only  one  person,  evidently 
Emma,  Joseph's  wife.  A  baby  was 
by  her  side.  He  wondered  whether 
she  was  asleep.  But  where  was 
Joseph?  He  strained  his  eyes.  .\h  ! 
there  he  was  stretched  out  on  the 
trundle  bed,  the  end  of  which  was 
near  the  door  leading  outside.  By 
the  larger  bed  was  a  cradle  in  which 
was  another  child.  Everything  was 
still  as  death.  Was  h^  aslcen?  Booth 
gcntlv  tapped  the  window, and  wait- 
ed to  see  if  any  one  stirred. 

No  one  moved.  But  had  he  only 
known,  Emma's  eyes  opened,  for 
she   had   heard,   or     imagined     she 


heard,  a  noise.  The  sound  not  be- 
ing repeated,  she  concluded  she  had 
been  dreaming  and  shut  them  again. 

Poor  woman,  she  needed  sleep 
badly !  And  so  did  Joseph.  For 
both  of  them  had  been  up  a  good 
deal  lately  taking  care  of  the  babies, 
both  of  whom  were  seriously  sick 
with  the  measles.  In  the  evening, 
Joseph  had  told  her  to  retire  with 
one  of  the  children,  while  he 
watched  the  other,  and  sicker,  child. 
When,  however,  both  babies  rested 
better  than  usual,  Emma  had  per- 
suaded her  husband  to  lie  down  on 
the  trundle  bed.  His  clothes  were 
no  sooner  off  than  he  was  sound 
asleep,  so  exhausted  was  he  from 
his  lonp-  watching. 

".\11  ready,  boys !"  whispered 
Booth.  But  he  did  not  go  from  the 
window  himself.  In  an  instant  the 
door  was  broken  in  and  Mason, 
Waste,  and  three  others  rushed  at 
Joseoh.  Mason  grabbed  the  sleeper 
by  the  hair,  Waste  could  only  get  a 
leg,  the  others  had  the  other  leg  and 
his  two  arms.  Emma  screamed  at 
the  top  of  her  voice,  waking  the 
children,  who  imitated  the  example 
as  well  as  their  fevered  throats 
would  permit. 

The  Prophet  did  not  fully  realise 
what  had  happened  till  the  men 
were  carrying  him  through  the 
door.  Then  he  tried  to  get  loose. 
With  a  tremendous  effort  he  kicked 
with  the  foot  that  Waste  held,  and 
that  powerful  bra.ggart  went 
sprawling  out  into  the  darkness. 
Waste  afterwards  confessed  that 
Joseph  Sinith  was  the  strongest 
man  lie  ever  had  hold  of  in  his  life. 

With  threats  that  they  would  kill 
him,  the  men  carried  Joseph  out, 
cursing  and  swearing  with  every 
step  they  took.  Waste,  recovering 
from  liis  fall,  came  up  to  the  Proph- 
et and  shook  his  bloody  hand  in  his 
face,  crying  hoarsely : 
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"I'll  fix  ye!  I'll  fix  ye!"  punctu- 
ating his  exclamations  freely  with 
the  vilest  oaths. 

Someone  seized  the  still  strug- 
gling man  by  the  throat,  whereupon 
he  lost  consciousness ;  and  they  car- 
ried him  to  the  place  where  they  had 
planned  to  inflict  the  torture. 

Mr.  Johnson,  the  father  of  one  of 
the  mobbers,  when  he  heard  Em- 
ma's screams  and  the  scuffling  go- 
ing on  in  her  room,  threw  on  his 
clothes  and  started  to  go  out..  But 
he  found  the  door  held.  The  men, 
however,  had  not  left  the  place. 
Mr.  Johnson  tugged  away  at  the 
knob,  but  without  avail.  Then  he 
called  to  his  wife : 

"Bring  me  the  gun,  quick !" 

This  sent  the  men  at  the  door 
scurrying  off  into  the  darkness.  Mr. 
Johnson  hurried  after  them,  but  it 
was  too  dark  for  him  to  see  where 
to  go.  He  ran,  however,  trusting 
to  find  somebody,  for  he  knew  that 
the  men  must  be  mobbing  the 
Prophet.  Suddenly  he  ran  into  the 
arms  of  a  lone  man.  There  follow- 
ed a  fierce  struggle,  in  which  Mr. 
Johnson  received  a  blow,  with  a 
heavy  club,  on  the  shoulder  blade, 
breaking  it,  and  barely  missing  his 
head.  But  he  would  not  give  up  his 
defense  of  his  leader ;  and  so,  when 
the  assailant  left  him  for  dead,  he 
got  up  and  ran  about  for  others  of 
the  mobbers. 

When  Joseph  came  to,  he  found 
himself  being  stripped  of  all  his 
night  clothes  by  about  half  a  dozen 
men.  Every  now  and  then,  how- 
ever, as  the  bull's  eye  glared  in  a 
certain  direction,  he  could  see  the 
form  of  a  man  lying  apparently 
dead,  whom  he  thought  to  be  that 
of  Sidney  Rigdon.  Brother  Rigdon 
was  at  Hiram  helping  him  with  the 
inspired  revision  of  the  Bible. 

And  it  was  Sidney.  The  party 
under  Ryder   had   broken   into   his 


house  while  everyone  was  asleep. 
Two  men  grabbed  Brother  Rigdon 
by  the  feet,  dragging  him  out  of  the 
house  and  over  the  hard,  frozen 
ground  to  where  Joseph  was.  They 
held  his  legs  so  high  that  he  could 
not  raise  his  head,  so  that  his  head 
was  lacerated  in  a  frightful  manner. 
When  he  reached  the  place  where 
the  Prophet  had  been  taken,  he,  too, 
was  unconscious. 

Nor  had  Eli  Johnson  neglected 
his  part  in  this  cowardly  work.  For- 
getting at  first  about  the  feathers, 
he  rushed  back  to  the  house  and  in- 
to the  bedroom,  grabbed  two  pil- 
lows, and  was  on  the  point  of  go- 
ing out,  when  the  door  slammed  in 
his  face  and  was  securely  locked. 
Mrs.  Rigdon  had  at  least  presence 
of  mind  and  courage  to  do  this  bold 
act.  But  it  only  delayed  the  thief 
till  he  could  raise  a  window  and 
jump  through  it  on  to  the  ground. 
When  he  reached  the  fatal  spot,  the 
evil  work  had  already  begun. 

■"Pull  off  his  clothes!"  shouted 
some  one. 

"Ain't  ye  goin'  to  kill  'im?  Ain't 
ye  goin'  to  kill  'im?"  cried  another, 
excitedly. 

"Yes,  kill  'im  outright!"  yelled 
several  together. 

"Nobody'll  know  who  done  it !" 
suggested  a  third. 

"And  they'll  be  glad  if  they  do!" 
added  a  fourth. 

So  the  vile  work  went  on;  curs- 
ing and  swearing  and  blasphemous 
language ! 

Joseph  had  now  been  stripped 
naked.  Six  men  held  him  up  hori- 
zontallv.  The  rest  collected  in  a 
group  and  discussed  the  situation  in 
an  undertone.  Poor  Sidney  Rig- 
don lay  quiet  as  a  dead  man  on  the 
ground. 

There  was  a  division  of  opinion  in 
the  consulting  mob.  Some  were  for 
killing  Joseph.     Others     were    for 
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turning  him  loose  now  his  clothes 
were  off.  A  compromise  was 
reached  in  a  decision  to  tar  and 
feather  him.    The  crowd  came  back. 

"Hold  him  up !  hold  him  up !" 
cried  Booth.  "If  he  gets  a  leg  down 
he'll  spring  away!" 

"Where's  thetar  bucket, Mason?" 
called  a  voice.  Mason  got  the 
bucket  and  brushes  and  ladle. 

"Let's  tar  up  his  mouth !"  was 
someone's  diabolical  suggestion. 
And  a  fiend  actually  forced  the  tar- 
paddle  into  the  Prophet's  mouth, 
crying :"  Hold  up  yer  head  and  let's 
give  ye  some  tar!" 

Here  someone  tried  to  force  a 
vial  of  some  liquid  into  Joseph's 
mouth,  but  the  glass  broke  against 
his  teeth.  It  must  have  been  some 
deadly  drug,  for  the  next  morning 
the  broken  bottle  was  found  there, 
the  liquid  having  oozed  out  and 
killed  the  grass. 

Another  fiend  fell  to  scratching 
the  Prophet's  body  with  his  nails, 
like  a  wild  cat,  yelling  furiously  and 
expelling  the  vilest  oaths  :  "That's 
the  way  the  Holy  Ghost  falls  on 
folks!" 

These  unspeakabje  brutes  then  be- 
daubed Joseph  with  tar  from  head 
to  foot,  afterwards  throwing  a 
quantity  of  feathers  over  him. 

All  of  a  sudden,  everybody  fled, 
and  quiet  and  the  darkness  reigned. 

Joseph  attempted  to  rise,  but  fell 
again.  He  pulled  the  tar  away 
from  his  lips  so  as  to  breathe  more 
freely.  Presently  he  was  able  to 
stand.  Making  his  way  to  one  of 
two  lights  that  beckoned  him  on,  he 
found  it  to  be  from  his  own  home. 
Being  stark  naked,  he  called  for  a 
blanket,  and  when  he  received  it, 
he  went  in. 

While  Joseph  and    others     were 


washing  off  the  sticky  tar  out  of  his 
hair  and  off  his  skin,  John  Poor- 
man,  a  member  of  the  Church,  came 
in. 

"I  guess  I've  killed  him !  I  guess 
I've  killed  him!"  he  exclaimed. 
You  couldn't  tell  whether  he  was 
sorry  or  glad. 

"Killed  who?"  asked  the  Prophet. 

"Why,"  w-as  the  reply,  "I  heard 
a  racket  over  here,  and  I  hurried 
towards  the  house ;  and  as  I  was 
coming  I  ran  into  a  man.  I  had  a 
club  with  me,  and  so  I  gave  him  a 
whack  over  the  head.  And  there 
he  lays  now,  I  guess." 

"I'm  the  one  that  got  your  whack, 
I  reckon  !"  explained  Mr.  Johnson. 
And  he  told  of  his  encounter. 

The  next  morning  the  Prophet 
called  at  Sidney  Rigdon's.and  found 
him  delirious.  He  remained  in  this 
condition  for  several  days.  No  one 
knew  who  had  brought  him  home 
but  at  daylight  his  wife  found  him 
lying,  still  unconscious,  in  the  yard. 

That  day  being  Sunday,  Joseph 
preached  at  the  meeting  as  usual.  A 
number  of  the  mobocrats  were  pres- 
ent, but  the  Prophet  made  no  allu- 
sion to  the  preceding  night's  epi- 
sode. 

One  of  the  twins  died  in  conse- 
quence of  exposure  due  to  this  mob- 
bing affair.  Sidney  Rigdon  moved 
from  Hiram  as  soon  as  he  recover- 
ed. The  Prophet  made  a  second 
journey  to  Missouri. 

Mason,  soon  after  the  attack,  had 
a  severe  case  of  spinal  affection ; 
Fullars,  another  mobber.  died  of 
cholera,  in  Cleveland,  Ohio;  and 
"Doc"  Dcnnison  was  subsequently 
sent  to  the  penitentiary  for  ten 
years,  where  he  died  before  the  cx- 
i)iration  of  his  term'. 
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My  son  had  watched  the  build- 
ing of  the  tiny  ten  by  twelve  shanty 
on  one  of  our  front  streets  with 
growing  irritation. 

"How  are  we  to  build  up  Zion 
and  make  her  streets  beautiful,"  he 
said  one  day  early  in  December,  "if 
people  are  allowed  to  cumber  our 
lovely  city  with  such  miserable 
coops  as  this  ?"  and  he  gazed  wrath- 
fully  at  the  small  flat  roof  now  cov- 
ering the  awkward  cot,  as  we 
passed  on  our  way  to  work. 

"Houses  are  not  Zion,"  I  said, 
quietly,  "but  hearts  are  Zion,  my 
son.  Who  knows  what  lonely  old 
heart  will  here  find  shelter?" 

My  active,  hustling,  American- 
ized son  merely  grunted  in  reply. 
What  could  he  know  of  my  own 
widowed,  lonely  old  life  beneath 
his  noisy,  aspiring  roof-tree? 

It  was  with  considerable  interest 
that  I  saw  the  small  truckload  of  de- 
crepit furniture  halt  in  front  of  the 
small  door  late  one  morning  soon 
after  our  conversation.  There  was 
a  pitiful  air  of  decayed  gentility 
about  the  faded  square  of  carpet, 
the  worn,  old-fashioned  chair- 
cushions,  the  shabby  chest  of  draw- 
ers and  the  old  wooden  single  bed- 
stead. But  everything  was  spot- 
lessly clean,  and  even  in  transit  the 
bits  and  ends  of  house  furnishings 
looked  as  if  they  had  l)cen  ashamed 
to  accumulate  so  much  as  a  suspi- 
cion of  dust  or  disorder.  A  week 
later,  two  small  crocheted  lace  win- 
dow curtains,  themselves  old  and 
well-darned  as  to  holes,  yet  spotless 
white  as  to  color,  swung  primly  and 
properly  from  their  inside  rods. 
And  to  complete  my  interest  there 
stood  upon  the  one  small  window- 


sill  a  perfect  riot  of  bloom,  from 
saucy  geraniums  to  staid  double  pe- 
tunias. 

Aly  business  called  me  out  of 
town,  and  I  did  not  reach  mv  home 
till  late  the  day  before  Christmas. 
The  Bishop  was  at  the  telephone  as 
soon  as  I  had  stepped  into  the  house, 
giving  me  directions  as  to  going  the 
rounds  of  my  neighborhood  with 
small  sums  of  money  for  the  poor 
and  unfortunate  amongst  us.  I  sai- 
led out  directly,  studying  my  list  as 
I  stepped  gingerly  along  in  the 
frosty  air. 

"I  do  believe  that's  the  number  of 
the  tiny  new  house  on  the  street 
just  above,"  I  said  to  myself,  as  the 
name  of  "Sister  Anne  Borg"  stared 
at  me  from  my  paper.  "And  she 
must  be  from  my  own  beautiful 
Denmark."    And  it  was  so. 

My  knock  at  the  small  door  on 
the  small  wall  of  the  small  house 
brought  to  the  door  a  very  small  old 
lady,  her  fine  old  nose  with  its  one- 
time line  of  distinction  giving  the 
faded  eyes  and  sunken  mouth  an  air 
of  birth  and  breeding.  The  dark 
hair  was  banded  closely  down  over 
the  small  ears  in  the  fashion  of  fifty 
years  ago,  and  the  dark  dress  of  no 
particular  fashion  was  emphasized 
by  the  quaint  silver  broach  which 
held  the  crocheted  collar  in  place. 

"Will  you  come  in?"  asked  the 
soft  thin  voice. 

As  I  sat  down  in  front  of  the  tiny 
'polished  cook  stove,  my  eyes  caught 
the  pure  spotlessness  of  the  bed  and 
curtains,  the  quaint  chest  of  draw- 
ers, and  each  bit  of  household  furni- 
ture,now  decorously  placed  in  prop- 
er relation  to  each  other  and  to  the 
eternal   fitness   of  things   domestic. 
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An  old  print  of  Helsingor  in  the 
north  of  Sjalland,  the  main  island  of 
Denmark,  washed  by  impossible- 
looking:  waves,  was  hung  with  fes- 
toons over  the  chest  of  drawers.  Be- 
low it  a  quaint  silver  vase  held  red 
and  purple  blooms  of  geraniums  and 
petunia.  There  was  an  air  of 
Christmas  remembrance  about  the 
whole  small  interior. 

"You  are  from  Denmark,"  my 
tiny  hostess  said,  "will  you  use  our 
own  dear  language?" 

"No,"  she  said,  plaintively,  in  an- 
swer to  my  question,  her  very  tones 
breathing  the  patient  bravery  of 
that  common-place  which  stills  the 
heart-beats  of  passionate  longing 
and  fills  the  crevices  of  .winter  with 
the  dead  leaves  of  forgotten  hopes 
and  buried  loves.  "I  have  never 
married.  I  am  seventy-five  years  old. 
But  I  have  never  married." 

When  questioned  as  to  the  ne- 
cessity of  the  sealing  ordinance,  she 
looked  me  very  frankly  in  the  eyes, 
her  own  dark  with  the  tragedy  of 
forty  years'  brooding  in  their  depths 
as  she  said  simply,  "Oh,  my  Father 
will  take  care  of  me.  I  have  always 
done  mv  duty,  and  kept  mvself  pure 
and  clean,  and  He  will  not  see  me 
lack  for  any  blessing  when  I  get 
into  His  presence." 

Her  sublime  faith  moved  me 
deeply.  The  sweet  old  voice  went 
calmly  on : 

"I  loved  a  man  once,  in  the  old 
country.  Do  you  see  the  picture  of 
Helsingor?"  .'\nd  then,  my  keen 
sympathy  and  the  fact  of  a  com- 
mon birthplace  opening  the  locked 
door  of  that  tender  old  heart,  I  en- 
tered into  her  vision  and  saw  the 
shadowv  procession  of  a  romance 
still  bright  and  glowing  in  the  heart 
of  a  woman  who,  like  myself,  was 
far  past  the  three  score  years  and 
ten  allotted  unto  men.     *     *     *     * 

Out  on  the  low  coast  f)f  Helsin- 


gor, where  Hamlet  trod  his  melan- 
choly way  so  many  )'ears  agone, 
there  stood,  full  fifty  years  ago,  a 
gallant  soldier,  looking  down  with 
love-hungry  eyes  upon  the  delicate 
face  of  the  one  woman  in  the  world 
for  him.  And  he  was  fair,  this  sol- 
dier lad,  with  a  sudden  sun-blue 
athwart  his  glowing  eyes,  and  the 
happy  summer  gold  of  grain  and 
field  tossed  lightly  in  the  strands  of 
waving  hair.  He  was  no  common 
youth,  for  chin  and  brow  of  noble 
mold  betrayed  the  inheritance  of 
centuries  of  culture  and  refinement. 
Even  so,  the  little  maid  who  crouch- 
ed beneath  his  warm  cloak  for  pro- 
tection against  the  fierce,  dull 
Christmas  cold,  was  not  made  of 
common  clay.  Her  delicate  chin 
and  oval  features  were  animated 
with  the  light  of  high  purpose  and 
pure  thoughts  so  that  she  was  fit  re- 
cipient of  the  tender  praise  her  lover 
was  whispering  in  her  shell-like  ear. 

"My  little  iove,  my  little  love," 
he  whispered,  as  he  put  his  cold 
hands  upon  her  still  colder  cheeks 
to  raise  her  face  between  them, 
"you  must  not  hesitate  because  my 
parents  refuse  consent  to  our  mar- 
riage. Who  or  what  are  they,  my 
love,  that  they  should  snap  the  cord 
of  my  life  and  leave  my  heart  bleed- 
ing at  your  feet.    Listen  to  me  !" 

"Nay,  Andreas,"  she  moaned,  her 
voice  scarcely  audible  in  the  heavy 
fall  of  wave-beats  on  the  shore,"you 
it  is  that  must  listen.  What  am  I? 
Who  am  I  to  mate  with  you,  the  son 
of  a  long  and  noble  line  of  warriors, 
statesmen  and  students.  Ah,  An- 
dreas, I  know  your  mother.  She  is 
good  and  true,  and  she  would  not 
tlius  refuse  her  consent,  if  she  did 
not  feel  that  we  were  imsuited  to 
each  other." 

"\\\  Anne,  ymi  pierce  my  lieart 
with  ])oisi)ned  arrows  when  you  thus 
defend  my  parents  against  my  love. 
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Do  you  not  sec  that  your  very  obedi- 
ence and  loyalty  to  them  but  makes 
me  more  your  lover  and  your  slave? 
Listen  to  me !" 

"Nay,  nay,  my  dearest,  you  must 
listen  to  me.  This  is  our  goodbye, 
unless  you  can  persuade  your  ladv- 
mother  that  I  will  not  disgrace  her 
castle  walls  by  entering  therein.  I 
may  not  be  of  noble  birth,  but  there 
is  mv  woman's  pride  that  will  not 
brook  to  feel  ashamed  to  meet  my 
lover  at  the  altar."' 

"Anne,  look  at  me.  Do  you  re- 
ally mean  that  you  would  cast  me 
oft"?  Be  careful,  O  my  sweetheart, 
for  I  cannot  bear  to  be  scorned  by 
woman,  not  even  by  my  Anne." 

The  poor  young  creature  looked 
anxiously  into  the  blazing  eyes 
above  her ;  her  lips  were  still  and 
blue  with  cold  and  pain,  but  the 
flute-like  voice  crept  over  them  with 
cruel  finality. 

"Dear,  my  heart,  it  is  goodbye, 
now.  But  oh,"  as  she  turned  her 
eyes  to  the  cold  dull  sky,  "my  dear 
and  early  God,  let  it  not  be  goodbye 
forever." 

"Now  and  forever,  Anne  .  Borg. 
I  cannot  love  nor  trust  so  cruel  and 
so  cold  a  creature."  And  away  the 
soldier  bounded  down  the  cliff,  his 
sword  clanging  as  he  struck  the 
rocks. 

"Ah,  Andreas,"  cried  the  stricken 
girl,  but  he  paid  no  heed,  and  only 
plunged  the  deeper  into  the  shadows 
of  the  darkening  night.  "And  this 
is  Christmas  eve,"  she  moaned,  as 
she  stumbled  down  the  path,  sob- 
bing under  her  breath,  "Christmas 
eve,  Christmas  eve ;  but  not  for  me, 
ah,  not  for  me  !" 

The  years  came  and  went  with 
pitiless  decision.  Anne  Borg  was 
only  human ;  and  as  she  trod  her 
dreary  path  of  rectitude  and  right, 
there  still  ploughed  great  emotions 
in  her  soul  and   made    deeps     for 


themselves  to  hide  inner  groanings. 

Her  parents  heard  a  strange  and 
glorious  religion  ;  first  listening  with 
surprise,  then  gladly  going  forth  to 
find  the  Light,  the  Truth,  the  Way. 
But  .\nne  hoped  and  hoped  for  oth- 
er thaings  and  would  not  be  bap- 
tized. Each  Christmas  day  she  set 
her  room  in  order,  and  decked  her- 
self in  all  her  shining  best,  for 
Christmas  was  his  and  hers.  Her 
labors  led  her  into  the  homes  of  the 
great  and  rich,  for  she  was  gifted 
with  rare  power  over  little  chil- 
dren, and  she  was  well  educated  in 
her  native  schools.  So  she  went 
about  for  ten  years  as  governess. 
She  heard  sometimes  of  her  lover ; 
sometimes  he  sent  her  flowers  or 
gifts,  always  on  the  Christmas  day, 
and  she  knew  that  he  was  making  a 
brilliant  record  in  a  foreign  land. 
first  as  attache,  then  as  ambassador 
to  a  foreign  power.  Andreas  never 
failed  to  send  his  little  sweetheart 
greeting  on  the  Christmas  eve.  And 
once  there  came  a  ring,  such  a  slen- 
der golden  wire  it  was,  but  the 
thread  of  gold  clutched  about  her 
heart  w"ith  such  clinging  tendrils 
that  she  almost  suffocated  as  she 
kissed  it  into  place  upon  her  slen- 
der hand.  He  had  never  married. 
She  told  herself  that  he  was  loving 
her  as  she  was  loving  him,  hoping, 
hoping,  for  a  providence,  he  nor 
she  knew  what. 

Then  another  Christmas  came, 
and  found  Anne  hurrying  home  in 
the  wide  streets  of  Copenliagen,  her 
arms  full  of  Christmas  parcels,  and 
her  cheeks  brilliant  with  the  frost- 
king's  kisses.  As  she  turned  a  cor- 
ner she  was  flung  against  a  tall,  uni- 
formed man,  who  looked  down  up- 
on her  glowing  face,  and  cried  out : 

".-\.nne !" 

And  then  they  were  once  more 
alone  to  all  intents  and  purposes  on 
the   sea-girt  shores    of    Helsingor, 
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and  there  were  no  Copenhagen 
streets  for  them,  with  crowds  of 
hurrying  people  and  blazing  shop- 
windows,  as  her  small  face  was 
kissed  a  thousand  hungry  times. 

That  was  the  torture  of  a  hun- 
dred years  compressed  into  one 
blissful  yet  cruel  moment.  Death, 
you  say?  What  is  death?  Not 
such  intensity  of  sufifering  as  left 
that  radiant  girlish  face  with  many 
seams  and  lines  of  pain.  For  her 
answer  was  still  No,  No,  No.  For, 
added  to  all  the  other  obstacles  was 
now  this  new  one  of  her  parents' 
strange  and  scorned  religion.  And 
so  that  hour-long  century  of  pas- 
sionate demand  and  still  more  aban- 
doned despair  of  refusal  left  those 
two  souls  stranded  again  upon  the 
shore  of  life,  hopeless  and  hapless. 
As  Anne  fled  down  a  side  street  to 
avoid  her  lover's  searching  eves,  she 
heard  above  her  in  the  Church  bel- 
fry the  chimes  of  "Noel"  and  then 
■"Noel,"  ring  out  on  the  cold  and 
senseless  air. 

A  year  later  came  the  journey 
across  the  blue  waters  of  her  own 
north  sea,  and  later  she  was  swept 
■on  the  rocking  waves  of  the  chang- 
ing wide  Atlantic.  ■  Then,  the  travel 
in  the  new  and  wondrous  cars, 
which  kept  her  poor  old  father 
quoting  Isaiah's  prophecy  of  those 
who  traveled  "with  speed  swiftly." 
Then  came  the  Valley  of  the 
Great  Salt  Lake — and  poverty ;  oh, 
such  grinding  poverty ;  for  they 
were  not  only  alien  of  habit,  but 
speech  was  slow  to  them,  and  it 
seemed  that  never  would  her  par- 
ents' lips  speak  this  strange  tongue, 
so  that  cliildrcn  would  cease  to 
laugh  in  mockery  at  their  broken 
words.  At  last  .'\nne  rose  to  meet 
Tier  fate  with  that  sublime  courage 
which  most  women  and  some  men 
muster  to  battle  against  life's  hard- 
.€st  obstacles.     Then,    indeed,     the 


peace  that  passeth  all  understanding 
poured  its  oil  into  her  aching  heart, 
and  she,  too,  learned  through 
prayer  the  path  that  leads  to  Light 
and  Truth.  But  oh,  she  watched  and 
waited  for  her  lover's  coming,  and 
each  Christmas  night  for  forty 
years  she  trimmed  her  lamp  and  set 
it  burning  'neath  the  treasured  pic- 
ture of  her  Helsingor.  No  man 
could  reach  or  touch  that  dedicated 
heart.  On  her  lips  were  frozen 
those  never-to-be-forgotten  Christ- 
mas kisses  of  a  lover  who  was 
ready  to  defy  parents,  country  and 
even  honor  only  to  catch  and  hold 
her  head  between  his  hands.  Few 
women,  so  loved,  can  ever  be  con- 
tent with  prudent  asking  and  care- 
ful weighing  of  values. 

And  Andreas?  Oh,  yes,  he  mar- 
ried, did  Andreas.  But  after  his 
wife  had  borne  him  two  children 
she  passed  away,  and  he  was  left 
alone.  He  would  not  marrv  again, 
but  sits  alone  gravely  waiting  death 
in  his  darkened  castle  walls ;  while 
over  here,  at  Christmas  time,  there 
waits  a  faded  little  woman,  watch- 
ing, hoping,  still  praying  for  his 
coming. 

I  turned  my  foot  from  that  con- 
secrated spot,  and  as  the  tiny  flame 
from  her  window  lamp  glowed 
brightly  on  the  snow  of  the  side- 
walk, I  stood  a  moment  in  the  sha- 
dow of  the  unsightly  walls  to  whis- 
per :  "Oh  God,  give  of  Thv  tcnder- 
cst  grace  to  rest  upon  this  tiny  man- 
sion which  holds  so  rare  and  pre- 
cious a  jewel  in  its  choice  enclos- 
ure." 

To  my  vision  the  Christ  angels 
hovered  near,  and  as  I  stole  quietly 
away,  tliey  sang  noiselessly  round 
the  tiny  casement : 

"Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to 
men." 
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In  all  the  little  village  there 
wasn't  a  happier  face  than  Dick's 
when  the  great  sleigh  started  for 
the  station  that  clear,  cold  Decem- 
ber morning.  For  in  it,  with  the 
eight  big  crates  of  turkeys  which 
his  father  was  shipping  to  the  city, 
was  a  box.  And  in  that  box  were 
Dick's  ten  turkeys.  He  had  fed  and 
watched  them  all  the  soring  and 
summer.  His  ow'n  cold  little  fingers 
had  picked  and  dressed  them.  And 
with  the  money  paid  for  them  he 
was  to  buy  a  new  overcoat  and  a 
pair  of  skates. 

But  two  days  later  it  would  have 
been  hard  to  find  a  sorrier  little 
boy  than  Dick  himself.  For  a  let- 
ter came  to  father  from  the  city 
buyer,  saying  that,  while  the  eight 
crates  of  turkeys  had  been  safeb' 
received,  no  box  was  to  be  found. 

Not  even  Mother  could  comfort 
Dick.  In  vain  she  ripped  and 
washed  and  pressed  and  made  over 
an  old  coat  of  father's  for  him. 
"You  see,"  said  little  Dick  soberly, 
"  'twon't  be  just  my  very  own  earn- 
ings, mother." 

One  day  a  dingy  little  letter,  ad- 
dressed in  queer,  straggly  letters, 
came  to  Dick.    It  said : 

"Dick  Lee: — I  got  your  box  of  tur- 
keys with  your  name  on  the  card.  It 
fell  out  the  end  of  the  cart.  And  I 
picked  it  up  and  carried  it  home.  You 
see  I'd  been  having  bad  luck  with  selling 


papers  and  we're  awful  poor,  and  it's 
awful  cold,  and  wc  hadn't  any  fire. 
'Course  'twas  wicked,  and  I  know  it  and 

I'm  sorry  now. 

"I  cut  up  the  box  and  made  a  fire.  But 
mother  cried  and  cried  when  she  knew. 
Say,  if  you'll  send  me  a  letter  and  tell 
iiie  where  to  take  your  turkeys  to,  I'll  do- 
it sure's  my  name's  Johnny  Dunn.  'My, 
but  they're  bouncers." 

Dick  read  this  letter  several 
times.  Then  he  went  to  mother  to 
talk  it  over.  There  was  a  little  lump 
in  his  throat  when  he  said,  "I  think, 
mother,  I'll  write  Johnny  Dunn  to 
keep  five  of  those  turkeys.  He  can 
sell  four  and  keep  the  big  bouncer 
for  hituself  and  his  mother  to  eat 
Christmas  Day.  The  other  five  he 
can  sell  for  me." 

And  he  did.  The  money  came  in 
a  few  days  and  a  letter  from  Johnny 
and  one  from  his  mother.  Both 
were  so  brimful  of  happiness  that 
Dick  almost  forgot  that  he  had  only 
half  as  much  money  as  he  had  ex- 
pected. 

He  bought  his  skates — the  shin- 
iest ones  in  town. 

And  as  mother  helped  him  into 
his  coat,  when  he  went  to  try  them 
Christmas  Day,  he  said  cheerily, 
"Never  you  mind  about  the  old 
coat,  mother.  This  one  does  first 
rate.  What's  good  enough  for 
father  is  good  enough  for  me  any 
day." 


Cbristmas. 

JSb  HlfreO  ttcntiBSon. 

IRlnci  out  wild  belle,  to  tbe  wll6  shg, 
ttbe  filing  clou&,  tbe  frosts  Ifflbt: 
Cbe  Bear  la  5i5tng  In  tbe  nlpbt— 

IRtng  out,  wilO  bells,  anC>  let  blm  Ole. 

TRfng  out  tbe  olD.  ring  (n  tbe  new— 
IRing,  bappi?  bella,  across  rbe  snow; 
.    (Tbe  Bear  ts  going,  let  blm  go: 
■Ring  out  tbe  talse,  ring  In  tbe  true. 
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Games  of  Chance. 

To  iriioin  it  .1/(7 V  Concern'- 

Among  the  vices  of  the  present 
age,  gambhng  is  very  generally 
condemned.  Gambling  under  its 
true  name  is  forbidden  by  law,  and 
is  disconntenanced  by  the  self-rc- 
spccting  elements  of  society.  Never- 
theless, in  numerous  guises  the  de- 
mon of  chance  is  welcomed  in  (he 
home,  in  fashionable  clubs,  and  at 
entertainments  for  worthy  charities. 


even  within  the  precincts  of  sacred 
edifices.  Devices  for  raising  money 
by  appealing  to  the  gambling  in- 
stinct are  common  accessories  at 
church  sociables,  ward  fairs,  and 
the  like. 

Whatever  may  be  the  condition 
elsewhere,  this  custom  is  not  to  be 
sanctioned  within  this  Church ;  and 
any  organization  allowing  such  is  in 
opposition  to  the  counsel  and  in- 
struction of  the  general  Authori- 
ties of  the  Church. 

Without  attempting  to  specify  or 
particularize  the  .many  objection- 
able forms  given  to  this  evil  prac- 
tice amongst  us,  we  say  again  to 
the  people  that  no  kind  of  chance 
game,  guessing-contest,  or  raffling 
device,  can  be  approved  in  any  en- 
tertainment under  the  auspices  of 
our  Church  organizations. 

The  desire  to  get  something  of 
value  for  little  or  nothing  is  per- 
nicious ;  and  any  pnoceeding  that 
strengthens  that  desire  is  an  efifcc- 
tive  aid  to  the  gambling  spirit, which 
has  proved  a  veritable  demon  of  de- 
struction to  thousands.  Risking  a 
dime  in  the  hope  of  winning  a  dol- 
lar in  any  game  of  chance  is  a  spe- 
cies of  gambling. 

Let  it  not  be  thought  that  raf- 
fling articles  of  value,  offering 
prizes  to  the  winners  in  gnessing- 
contests,  the  use  of  machines  of 
chance,  or  any  other  device  of  the 
kind,  is  to  be  allowed  or  excused 
because  the  money  so  obtained  is  to 
be  used  for  a  good  purpose.  The 
Church  is  not  to  be  supiiorted  in  any 
degree  b\-  means  obt.-iinod  tiiroiigli 
gambling. 

Let    the   attention   of   Stake   and 
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Ward  officers,  and  those  in  charge 
of  the  auxiliary  organizations  of 
the  Church  be  directed  to  what  has 
been  written  on  this  subject  and  to 
this  present  reminder.  An  article 
over  the  signature  of  the  President 
of  the  Church  was  published  in  the 
Juvenile  Instructor,  Oct.  1,  1902 
(volume  37,  page  592),  in  which 
were  given  citations  from  earlier  in- 
structions and  advice  to  the  people 
on  this  subject.  For  convenience 
part  of  that  article  is  repeated  here. 
In  replv  to  a  question  as  to  whether 
raffling  and  games  of  chance  are 
justifiable  when  the  purposes  to  be 
accomplished  are  good,  this  was 
said :  "We  say  emphatically,  No. 
Raffle  is  only  a  modified  name  of 
gamble."  President  Young  once 
said  to  Sister  Eliza  R.  Snow :  "Tell 
the  sisters  not  to  raffle.  If  the 
mothers  raffle  the  children  will 
gamble.  Rafflinp-  is  gambling." 
Then  it  is  added :  "Some  say, 
'What  shall  we  do  ?  We  have  quilts 
on  hand — we  cannot  sell  them  and 
we  need  means  to  supply  our  treas- 
ury, which  we  can  obtain  by  raffling 
for  the  benefit  of  the  poor.'  Rath- 
er, let  the  quilts  rot  on  the  shelves 
than  adopt  the  old  adage,  'The  end 
will  sanctify  the  means.'  At  Latter- 
day  Saints  we  cannot  afiford  to  sac- 
rifice moral  principle  to  financial 
gain." 

As  was  further  stated  in  the  arti- 
cle cited,  the  general  board  of  the 
Deseret  Sunday  School  Union  has 
passed  resolutions  expressing  its 
unqualified  disapproval  of  raffling, 
and  all  games  of  chance,  for  the 
purpose  of  raising  funds  for  the  aid 
of  the  Sunday  Schools.  And  the 
general  Authorities  of  the  Church 
have  said  as  they  now  say  to  the 
people:  Let  no  raffling,  guessing- 
contests,  or  other  means  of  raising 
money  by  appealing  to  the  spirit  of 


winning  by  chance,  be  tolerated  in 

any  organization  of  the  Church. 
Joseph  F.  Smith, 
John  R.  Winder, 
Anthon  H.  Lund, 

First  Presidency  of  the  Church  of 
Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints. 

Salt  Lake  City.Utah,  Nov.  14,  1908. 

The  Juvenile. 

It  is  a  year  since  the  Juvenile  as- 
sumed its  new  dress  and  began  its 
new  career,  in  its  eff^ort  to  continue 
the  good  work  that  had  been  done 
years  before.  During  the  year  past 
we  have  endeavored  to  set  before 
Juvenile  readers  things  that  they 
would  like  and  that  would  be  suit- 
able for  a  Sunday  School  magazine. 
We  have  endeavored  to  give  to  the 
children  a  variety  of  selected  and 
original  stories.  We  have  attempt- 
ed to  give  to  older  readers  a  few 
stories  that  they  would  like.  We 
have  offered  some  miscellaneous  ar- 
ticles on  subjects  of  more  or  less 
weight.  We  have  presented  stories 
from  Church  history,  in  pleasing 
dress.  W^e  have  endeavored  to  give 
helpful  suggestions  to  home-makers. 
We  have  presented  an  abundance  of 
Sunday  School  material  for  Sun- 
day School  workers.  And  we  have 
striven,  from  time  to  time  to  ex- 
press editorially  thoughts  that 
should  be  presented  for  the  consid- 
eration of  all  Church  members.  All 
this  we  outlined  before  the  vear  be- 
gan ;  and  all  this  we  have  attempted 
to  do.  What  degree  of  success  has 
attended  our  labors,  we  must  leave 
our  readers  to  decide. 

Soon  we  shall  begin  upon  the 
work  of  another  year.  Of  course 
we  are  anxious  to  do  better  during 
the  coming  year  than  we  have  ever 
done  before.  We  have  had  some 
very  good  things  said  about  our 
work  during  the  past  year.     Those 
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thingfs  have  pleased  us.  But  we 
have  also  had  a  few  unpleasant 
things  said  about  our  work.  Those 
things  have  pained  us.  We  have 
been  more  than  willing  to  admit 
that  we  are  far  from  perfect.  We 
have  accepted  honest  criticisms 
and  have  tried  to  improve.  During 
the  coming  year  we  shall  continue 
to  do  so;  and  we  hope  that  our 
friends  will  honestly  and  candidly 
give  us  such  helpful  criticism  as 
they  can.  The  question  'is  sim- 
ply this  :  How  best  can  the  Juvenile 
become  a  really  representative  or- 
gan for  the  Sunday  Schools  of  the 
Church? 

During  the  coming  year,  we  hope 
to  be  able  to  present  a  very  great 
variety  of  charming  stories  for  the 
children.  If  possible  we  shall  make 
the  Juvenile  a  magazine  that  the 
children  who  read  zvill  not  be  with- 
out. We  shall  continue  to  present 
in  attractive  form  the  fascinating 
story  of  our  Church  history.  We 
shall  have  timely  and  interesting 
contributions  on  art  in  the  home, 
and  other  subjects  of  great  inter- 
est to  parents.  We  shall  present 
original  poems,  beautiful  illustra- 
tions, and  ennobling  mottoes.  We 
shall  endeavor  to  have  a  proper 
amount  of  Sunday  School  topics. 
We  shall  discuss  editorially  such 
questions  as  seem  to  need  discus- 
sion. In  short,  we  shall  do  all  that 
we  can  to  make  the  Juvenile  a  suc- 
cess as  a  family  magazine.  Already 
we  have  a  mass  of  contributions 
from  some  of  the  best  and  most  en- 
tertaining writers  in  the  Church,and 
more  is  coming  daily.  The  Juvenile 
is  growing. 

Remember,  however,  that  the  Ju- 
venile is  only  growing.  It  has  not 
reached  its  full  growth.  We  hope  it 
never  will.  We  want  it  to  grow 
etcrnallv.  .And  so,  of  course,  we 
want    }fiur    support    to    grow    too. 


Not  all  the  Sunday  School  workers 
in  the  Church  have  subscribed  for 
the  Juvenile  yet.  If  they  would 
all  do  so,  we  should  grow  faster. 
Just  as  soon  as  we  have  sufficient  in- 
come to  do  so,  we  are  going  to  en- 
large the  Juvenile,  and  give  still 
more  good  material  for  the  dollar  in 
advance.  You  see,  the  Juvenile 
is  not  a  money-making  scheme.  No- 
body is  getting  rich  from  it.  But 
just  as  soon  as  we  get  more  money 
than  we  need  to  run  the  magazine 
as  it  is  now,  we  are  going  to  make 
it  bigger  and  thus  use  up  the  sur- 
plus money.  Sunday  School  work- 
ers, fathers,  mothers,  pupils,  fall  in 
line.  Help  us  make  the  Juvenile 
a  big  thing. 

Musicians  and  Song- Writers. 

A  special  committee  appointed  by 
the  General  Sunday  School  Union 
Board  is  preparing  to  publish  in  the 
very  near  future  a  new  Sunday 
School  song  book.  The  songs  now 
published  in  the  old  song  book  will 
be  used,  and  there  will  be  added  to 
them'  about  one  hundred  new  songs. 
The  new  book  will  be  a  thoroughly 
revised  and  improved  one.  so  that  it 
will  be  much  better  than  the  old 
book  now  in  use. 

Now,  the  committee  requests  that 
all  composers  and  song-writers  in 
the  Church  contribute  to  this  new 
book.  We  are  especially  in  need  of 
good  sacramental  music  and  sacra- 
mental .songs.  Sacramental  contri- 
butions will,  therefore,  be  especially 
welcome.  Songs  or  music  submit- 
ted for  consideration  should  reach 
the  conunittce  not  ater  than  Dec.^  15, 
1908.  .\ddress  all  connnunications 
to  the  General  Sundav  School  Union 
r.oard.  44  E.  So.  Temple,  Salt  Lake 
Citv. 


Genera!  Board  Assignments. 

Reassignment  of  Stakes  to  indi- 
vidual members  of  the  General 
Board,  for  the  purpose  of  giving 
special  attention  to  Stake  Boards  on 
Organization,  Unions,  Local  Board 
Meetings,  Enlistment,  Subscriptions 
to  Juvenile  Instructor,  Nickel 
Donation,  etc. 

Presidents  Joseph  F.  Smith,  John 
R.  Winder,  Anthon  H.  Lund, 
Francis  M.  Lyman,  and  Seymour  B. 
Young  are  excused. 

David  O.  McKay — Union,  Teton, 
Ogden. 

George  D.  Pyper — Ensign,  Big 
Horn,  Parowan. 

John  F.  Bennett — Bear  Lake,  Pi- 
oneer, Wayne. 

Joseph  W.  Summerhays — St. 
Johns,  Box  Elder,  Emery. 

Levi  W.  Richards — Alpine,  Mor- 
gan, Nebo. 

Horace  H.  Cummings — Beaver, 
St.  George. 

Hugh  J.  Cannon — Liberty,  Davis, 
North  Weber. 

Heber  J.  Grant — Bannock,  Mar- 
icopa. 

fames  W.  Ure — Benson,  Wood- 
ruff. 

Wm.  D.  Owen — Panguitch,  Ka- 
nab,  St.  Joseph. 

Josiah  Burrows — Oneida,  Sevier, 
Jordan. 

George  M.  Cannon — Granite,  Al- 
berta, Taylor. 

Henry  Peterson  —  Bingham, 
North  Sanpete,  Blackfoot. 

James  E.  Talmage — Cassia,  Star 
Valley. 

John  M.  Mills — San  Juan,  South 
Sanpete,  Fremont. 


John  Henry  Smith — San  Luis, 
Weber. 

Henry  H.  Rolapp — Cache,  Utah, 
Pocatello. 

Stephen  L.  Richards — Malad, 
Hyrum,  Salt  Lake 

Harold  G.  Reynolds — Uintah, 
Snowflake,  Tooele. 

Charles  B.  Felt— Wasatch,  Mil- 
lard, Juab. 

George  H.  Wallace — Rigby.Sum- 
mit,  Garland. 

Andrew  Kimball — Juarez. 

Parents'  Department. 

Evenings  at  Home. 

By  Mattie  Duncan  Bartlett. 

We  should  learn  the  companions 
of  our  children.  Invite  them  to  our 
homes  and  be  friends.  Let  them 
feel  that  they  are  interesting  to  us 
and  that  we  like  to  know  what  they 
are  doing.  All  children  like  to  feel 
that  they  are  of  some  importance 
and  they  will  go  where  they  are 
well  treated.  Parents  should  make 
an  effort  to  learn  where  their  chil- 
dren spend  their  time  when  not  at 
home.  Every  child  should  tell  ex- 
actly where  he  is  going  when  he 
leaves  home  of  an  evening.  Let  us 
learn  what  it  is  about  the  child's 
friend's  home  that  is  so  attractive 
and  if  it  is  good,  let  us  make  our 
own  more  so  in  that  respect,  and  if 
it  is  something  not  good,  then  let 
our  own  be  such  a  one  that  the 
child  himself  can  see  the  difference 
and  choose  the  good.  All  parents 
should  be  able  to  show  in  an  indi- 
rect way  the  harm  that  comes  from 
visiting  places  that  are  not  elevat- 
ing, but  they  should  never  fall  into 
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the  tad  habit  of  preaching  about 
them. 

We  should  not  try  to  keep  chil- 
dren at  home  every  evening.  There 
are  many  places  where  they  may 
profitably  go.  If  they  have  had  an 
enjoyable  evening  out  with  father 
and  mother  or  some  other  responsi- 
ble person  they  will  have  food  for 
thought  and  conversation  the  fol- 
lowing evening.  Never  let  the 
children  feel  that  the  older  person 
is  with  them  to  watch  and  spy  upon 
them,  but  that  this  person  can  help 
them'  have  a  beeter  time  than  they 
•would  have  had  had  they  been  alone, 
and  also  that  good  form  requires  it. 
We  should  give  children  full  liberty 
to  enjoy  themselves  and  teach  them 
that  they  are  to  get  all  the  righteous 
pleasure  they  can  out  of  life,  and 
unless  their  consciences  have  be- 
come warped  through  some  mis- 
leading influence  they  will  never  dis- 
appoint us. 

It  never  hurt  any  child  to  let  him 
know  that  our  main  object  in  life  is 
to  see  to  their  welfare,  for  if  he 
Tcnows  that  his  own  family  is  inter- 
ested in  him  he  will  do  all  he  can 
to  satisfy  those  who  are  doing  so 
much  for  him.  The  old  saying  that 
"in  unity  there  is  strength"  might 
well  be  applied  to  the  family,  for  in 
family  unity  there  is  moral  strength. 
Every  child  will  do  his  best  to  keep 
up  the  family  moral  pride.  So  we 
mtist  see  to  it  that  we  are  a  united 
whole,  each  dependent  upon  the 
■other. 

Too  often  mothers  go  to  the  ex- 
treme in  cleanliness  and  order  in 
the  home  at  the  expense  of  the  chil- 
dren's comfort.  We  should  pity  the 
child  who  lives  in  such  a  beautiful 
bouse  that  the  kitchen  is  used  in 
place  of  the  dining  room  and  whose 
back  porch  is  the  place  where  the 
family  gathers  so  as  not  to  untidy 
the  [larlors.     As  long  as  the  chil- 


dren are  small,  the  mother  can  keep 
them  out  of  the  best  rooms,  but  if 
it  is  enforced  after  the  children  are 
old  enough  to  go  out  and  see  other 
more  attractive  homes,  the  unfortu- 
nate children  will  drift  away  from 
the  home  they  live  in  and  seek  a 
more  congenial  atmosphere.  We  be- 
lieve that  a  child's  youth  is  his  best 
time.  Let  us  make  it  for  him'  in 
very  deed  and  help  him  to  live  so 
that  he  can  have  no  regrets  when 
he  grows  to  manhood.  It  is  in 
youth  that  most  follies  are  commit- 
ted and  habits  are  formed  that  leave 
their  impressions  on  our  souls  for- 
ever. 

When  you  are  planning  to  redec- 
orate your  homes,  has  the  idea  pre- 
sented itself  that  the  children  would 
enjoy  being  consulted  as  to  what 
color  wall  paper  or  draperies  would 
be  aporopriate  for  their  home?  Pos- 
sibly their  judgment  might  not  be 
the  best,  but  by  exerting  a  little  tact 
we  could  bring  them  to  see  the  way 
we  do,  and  at  the  same  time  let 
them  think  that  they  are  responsible 
for  the  appearance  of  their  home. 
Or,  if  the  question  involves  some- 
thing that  pertains  to  the  child  di- 
rectly, such  as  his  clothes  or  his 
own  room,  let  us  humor  them  occa- 
sionally and  they  will  think  the 
more  of  us  for  it.  The  most  fitting 
time  to  discuss  these  matters  is  on 
the  evening  when  all  the  family  is 
together.  If  the  children  have  a 
voice  in  the  arrangements  of  the 
home,  then  it  will  not  be  simply 
father's  and  mother's  home,  but  our 
home,  and  all  will  want  to  he  there 
to  enjoy  it. 

When  children  arc  old  enough  to 
go  to  social  gatherings  in  the  eve- 
ning it  is  well  for  father  and  moth- 
er, if  possible,  to  wait  for  them, 
when  they  return,  ff  it  is  a  cold 
evening  see  that  there  is  a  warin  fire 
and  a  cheerful,  bright  light  tn  greet 
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them  upon  opening  the  door,  but 
do  not  let  the  welcome  be  dampen- 
ed by  a  stern  look.  Is  there  any 
child  who  knows  that  in  his  home 
his  darling  mother  is  waiting  to  give 
him  a  good-night  kiss  before  he 
goes  to  rest,  that  can  wilfully  and 
deliberately  do  such  things  as  would 
bring  tears  to  those  tender  eyes  and 
bow  that  dear  head  in  sorrow?  A 
child  is  never  too  old  to  receive  its 
evening  kiss  from  mother.  The  in- 
fluence of  love  and  patience  is  more 
powerful  than  that  exerted  by  the 
stern  parent  who  angrily  waits  be- 
hind the  door,  ready  the  moment 
the  child  steps  upon  the  porch,  to 
mete  out  what  he  considers  a  just 
punishment.  Possibly  the  child  was 
unwillingly  detained  and  there  was 
no  wrong  either  done  nor  contem- 
plated by  him  ;  or  possibly  there  was 
nothing  inviting  in  his  home  atmos- 
phere and  he  had  gone  forth  to  seek 
something,  he  knew  not  what,  that 
his  soul  craved.  If  he  has  been 
unjustly  punished,  the  next  time 
perhaps  he  is  not  so  blameless,  but 
parents  should  be  very  careful  to  see 
that  the  blame  falls  on  the  proper 
persons.  It  would  be  far  better  if 
parents  could  see  the  cause  of  the 
trouble  years  before  the  trouble 
comes,  and  thereby  avoid  it. 

Let  us  feel  each  day  when  we 
arise  that  there  is  so  much  to  do, 
and  at  night  that  we  have  done  our 
best ;  that  our  influence  has  had 
some  efl:'ect  upon  the  child  who  most 
needed  it,  but  do  not  let  us  be  satis- 
fied with  one  day  w-ell  done,  but  let 
it  be  an  incentive  to  do  more  tomor- 
row. Like  Cornelia,  our  children 
are  our  most  precious  jewels,  and 
they  need  the  very  best  of  care. 

Theological  Department. 

The  attention  of  theological  de- 
partment  workers   in   stake  boards 


and  Sunday  Schools  is  called  to  a 
recent  decision  of  the  General 
Board  with  reference  to  lessons  to 
be  taken  up  in  the  year  1909,  that 
is  to  say,  in  schools  where  there  are 
two  theological  classes,  one  having 
studied  the  fourth-year  lessons,  the 
other  having  studied  the  second- 
year  lessons  during  1908.  Inasmuch 
as  there  are  not  additional  lessons 
provided  by  the  General  Board,  the 
fourth-year  class  should  return  to 
the  third-year  lessons  ;  the  members 
of  the  second-year  class  will  natur- 
ally join  with  them  in  studying  the 
third-year  lessons  and  make  one 
class.  The  action  outlined  above 
will  give  room  for  the  formation  of 
a  theological  class  to  be  composed 
of  those  who  are  promoted  from  the 
secnd  intermediate  department  and 
they  will  take  up  the  lessons  of  the 
first  year  in  the  theological  depart- 
ment. 

In  some  schools  there  have  been 
during  the  year  1908  two  second  in- 
termediate classes,  one  studying 
fourth  vear  lessons,  the  other  study- 
ing second  year  lessons.  There  may 
have  been  only  one  theological  class 
during  the  year  1908.  At  the  be- 
ginning of  1909,  the  second  inter- 
mediate class  that  has  just  com- 
pleted the  fourth  year  lessons  in  that 
department  will  be  promoted  to  the 
theological  department.  The  ques- 
tion will  at  once  arise  as  to  whether 
or  not  this  class  should  join  the  the- 
ological class  that  has  studied  the 
first  and  second  years'  lessons  and 
take  up  third  year  lessons,  thus  skip- 
ping two  years'  work  and  losing 
much  valuable  instruction. 

Where  conditions  are  such  that 
teachers  can  be  secured,  the  class 
promoted  from  the  second  interme- 
diate department  should  be  kept  sep- 
arate and  distinct  from  the  older 
theological  class,  and  be  formed  into 
a  theological  class    bv     themselves 
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and   begin   the   study   of   the   first- 
year  lessons. 

In  schools  where  there  have  been 
during  1908  only  one  theological 
class  and  only  one  second  interme- 
diate class,  the  most  natural  plan 
would  be  for  each  class  to  take  up 
third  year  lessons  in  their  resoective 
departments  and  thus  go  on  and 
complete  their  course  in  the  depart- 
ment. Careful  judgment  should  be 
used,  however,  in  some  individual 
cases,  where  promotion  from  sec- 
ond intermediate  department  to  the- 
ological department  is  under  consid- 
eration. We  should  always  remem- 
ber that  we  are  trying  to  save  souls 
and  not  merely  to  enforce  rules. 

The  plan  of  the  Sunday  School 
outlines  is  based  on  the  presump- 
tion that  a  child  will  progress  year 
after  year  until  he  has  completed  the 
entire  course.  If  he  can  do  this  he 
will  gain  a  very  useful  knowledge  of 
many  Gospel  principles  and  truths. 
As  Sunday  School  workers  we 
should  try  to  so  control  and  utilize 
the  conditions  surrounding  us  that 
the  purpose  of  our  Sunday  School 
lessons  may  be  accomplished. 

Second    Intermediate  Department. 

It  has  been  okserved  that  there 
are  many  Second  Intermediate 
classes  without  male  teachers.  In 
fact  it  seems  from  the  best  sources 
of  information  available  that  among 
the  teachers  of  this  department  the 
sisters  arc  largely  in  the  majority. 
This  should  not  be  the  case.  The 
•sisters  are  frequently  the  better  class 
teachers,  and  circumsiances  often 
permit  them  (n  be  the  more  regular 
attendants,  but  the  inllucncc  of  male 
teachers  is  necessary  with  pupils,  es- 
pecially boys,  of  this  age. 

The  ideal  condition  would  be  to 
have  an  equal  innnbcr  of  brethren 
.and  sisters  in  the  teaching  force  of 


this  department.  And  now  that  ad- 
justments and  reorganizations  made 
necessary  by  the  release  of  large 
numbers  of  Seventies  are  practicallv 
completed,  it  would  be  well  if  the 
officers  of  stakes  and  wards  in 
charge  of  this  work  would  endeavor 
as  soon  as  possible  to  supply  a  good 
earnest  brother  to  work  in  each 
class. 

In  the  selection  of  a  man  for  this 
position,  regard  should  be  had  for 
the  qualifications  that  are  necessary 
to  the  proper  fulfilment  of  the  du- 
ties he  will  have  to  perform.  He 
should  be  a  man  whose  life  is  an  ex- 
ample to  the  boys  at  this  ideal- 
forming  period  of  life.  He  should 
be  acquainted  with  boy  nature,  and 
have  tact  and  skill  in  leadership. 
Above  all  a  man  to  fill  this  position 
well  must  have  so  fervent  a  love  for 
the  Gospel  that  he  can  inspire  in 
the  hearts  of  the  boys  a  love  for  its 
principles. 

When  such  a  man  has  been  found 
he  should  not  easily  be  removed  or 
receive  a  so-called  promotion  to  an- 
other department.  There  is  no  other 
class  in  the  Sunday  School  in  which 
he  can  be  more  useful.  He  is  need- 
ed most  in  the  .Second  Intermediate 
department.  He  should  be  the  so- 
cial and  spiritual  leader  and  inspirer 
of  all  boys  in  his  ward,  who  are  eli- 
gible to  enter  his  class.  It  should  be 
his  mission  to  draw  the  boys  into  the 
.Sundav  .School  and  to  instruct  them 
there  and  lielii  them  In  adjust  ihenr 
selvcs  to  a  proper  life  in  the  most 
critical  period  of  youth. 

The  \\(n-k  of  the  good,  faithful 
sisters  who  arc  teaching  in  this  dc- 
])artment  is  not  depreciated.  lUit 
their  particular  mission  should  be  to 
the  girls,  as  that  of  the  brethren  to 
tlie  boys,  'i'he  sexes  need  more  sep- 
arate instruction  and  individual  care 
diu'ing   tlie   period   covered   by   the 
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Second'  Intermediate  years  than  at 
any  other  in  Hfe. 

All  stake  boards  oug;ht  likewise 
to  have  a  man  of  proper  qualifica- 
tions in  charge  of  the  work  of  this 
department. 

First  Intermediate  Department. 

Where  the  Sunday  School  is  large 
enough,  and  ages  and  numbers  of 
pupils  justify,  it  has  been  the  aim 
to  have  two  grades  of  study  in  the 
department,  during  the  past  year, 
viz.,  one  grade  studying  the  second 
year's  course  and  the  other  taking 
up  the  work  of  the  fourth  year. 
Where  this  is  the  case,  we  find  with 
the  month  of  December  the  grade 
studying  the  second  year  course 
will  complete  the  study  of  the  Old 
Testament  Stories ;  and  those  who 
have  been  taking  up  the  fourth  year 
work  will  cover  the  lessons  in 
Church  History  given  in  this  de- 
partment. We  therefore  find  that 
those  first  mentioned  will,  if  quali- 
fied to  remain  with  their  class,  be 
advanced  and  in  the  new^  year  will 
take  up  the  third  year's  course  of 
study.  And  in  like  manner  those 
who  have  finished  the  fourth  year's 
work  in  the  department,  and  are  up 
with  their  classmates, should  be  pro- 
moted to  a  first  year  class  in  the 
Second  Intermediate  department. 
Of  course  all  promotions  are  made 
only  by  authority  or  sanction  of  the 
superintendency  of  the  school. 

In  closing  the  year's  work,  a 
word  concerning  the  lessons  to  be 
taken  up  next  year  is  in  order.  The 
outlines  give  as  subjects  for  the 
first  year's  work  in  this  department 
the  Book  of  IMormon ;  and  for  the 
third  year's  work  the  New  Testa- 
ment, so  far  as  it  pertains  to  the 
life  of  our  Savior.  Both  of  the  sub- 
jects treated  are  specially  adapted 
to  the    First    Intermediate   depart- 


ment; and  this  leads  us  to  call  at- 
tention to  some  items  connected 
with  this  particular  department.  To 
begin  with,  the  L'irst  Intermediate 
department  is  numerically  the  larg- 
est department  in  the  Church.  Some 
of  our  teachers  unwittingly  under- 
estimate the  mental  capacitv  of  the 
pupils  of  this  grade.  Life  and  ac- 
tivity and  a  desire  to  "know  things" 
and  "do  things"  is  characteristic  of 
these  boys  and  girls.  And  happy  is 
the  teacher  who,  without  unduly  re- 
pressine  the  ceaseless  activity  of  his 
class  can  divert  the  tireless  energy 
into  proper  channels.  And  for- 
tunate is  the  class  which  has  teach- 
ers so  wise,  so  patient  and  so  ener- 
getic that  they  will  not  rest  content 
until  every  boy  and  girl  is  awakened 
to  a  thirst  for  knowledge  and  a  love 
for  the  great  and  the  good.  Not 
all  children  have  equal  capacitv  or 
equal  development,  either  mental  or 
physical,  at  the  same  age.  But  some- 
where, while  in  the  course  of  study 
in  this  first  intermediate  department 
(including  as  it  does  suggestive 
ages  of  from  nine  to  twelve  inclus- 
ive) the  boy  or  girl  should  acquire 
a  love  for  good  reading.  Every 
teacher  should  be  prepared  to  rec- 
ommend books  suited  to  the  indi- 
vidual pupil.  Not  necessarily  many 
books,  but  those  chosen  should  be 
good  books.  By  which  we  mean 
books  that  will  leave  the  proper  im- 
press on  the  youthful  mind.  Gener- 
ally speaking,  they  must  be  books  of 
action,  describing  scenes  or  men  or 
women  w'orth  while.  With  it  all  and 
through  it  all  must  run  sound  mor- 
als and  high  ideals,  but  without 
smacking  of  cant,  hypocrisy  or 
sham.  If  possible  (and  it  is  possi- 
ble) encourage  a  habit  of  thorough 
reading  rather  than  rapid  reading. 
Some  of  the  world's  most  powerful 
thinkers,  and  some  of  the  writers 
whose  diction  is  purest  have  been 
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men  of  few  books,  but  those  books 
the  best,  and  known  thoroughly. 

In  conckision,  our  aim  is  not 
alone  to  gets  the  boys  and  girls  into 
the  Sunday  School  and  to  take  them 
through  this  numerically  strongest 
department,  but  to  plant  in  their 
hearts  the  Gospel  message ;  to  start 
them  in  the  reading  habit  so  that 
when  they  are  promoted  into  the 
second  intermediate  department, 
from  which  so  many  have  in  times 
past  dropped  out  of  the  Sunday 
School,  the  habits  formed  in  our  de- 
partment may  help  to  hold  them  in 
the  school. 

Notes. 

Salt  Lake,  Davis,  and  Rigby,  in 
the  order  named,  were  the  first 
stakes  to  report  on  the  nickel  fund 
after  the  regularly  appointed  Nickel 
Sunday,  Oct.  25.  Each  of  these 
stakes  remitted  over  one  hundred 
per  cent,  the  Salt  Lake  remittance 
being  received  very  early  on  the 
morning  of  the  26th.  Success  to  the 
stakes.  The  General  Board  cer- 
tainly appreciates  such  prompt  re- 
turns. 

This  is  a  season  for  select- 
ing attractive  presents.  There  is 
really  no  more  generally  suitable 
present  than  a  good  book,  well 
printed  and  beautifully  bound. 
Come  and  examine  our  Christmas 
stock.  Or  if  you  can't  come,  send 
us  your  order.  If  you  don't  know 
what  book  you  want,  send  us  as 
much  as  you  want  to  pay  for  a 
book  and  we  shall  be  glad  to  make 


the  best  selection  possible  for  you. 

Speaking  of  Christmas  presents, 
we  are  reminded  of  the  great  pro- 
priety of  giving  pictures.  Pictures, 
too,  are  a  source  of  elevation  and 
enlightenment.  We  have  on  hand 
the  only  nearly  complete  line  of  ar- 
tistic photographs  of  historical 
scenes  in  Church  history,  and  of 
Church  authorities.  For  schools, 
schoolrooms,  meeting  houses,  and 
private  houses  you  can  get  nothing 
much  better  in  art.  Put  before  the 
children  the  scenes  of  Church  his- 
tory, and  the  presidents  of  the 
Church.  Then  the  children  will 
learn  to  love  these  things. 

Two  corrections  must  be  noted  in 
the  November  Juvenile.  First,  in 
the  little  poem.  The  Best  of  Moth- 
ers, by  L.  L.  Greene  Richards,  the 
second  column  should  stand  first. 
Undoubtedly  readers  have  already 
discovered  this  fact.  Then  in  the 
Sunday  School  department,  the 
name  of  Genet  Bingham  should  ap- 
pear over  the  first  intermediate  ar- 
ticle, and  not  over  that  of  the  sec- 
ond intermediate.  We  are  sorry 
these  unpardonable  mistakes  oc- 
curred. 

Reneiu  your  subscription  to  the 
Juvenile  now.  Remember  that 
this  is  the  last  number  of  the  pres- 
ent volume.  If  your  subscription 
expires  with  this  number,  renew  at 
once.  It  is  only  one  dollar  in  ad- 
vance; we  cannot  continue  to  send 
the  magazine  unless  the  subscrip- 
tion is  renewed  promptly.  Rcuezv 
your  subscription  to  the  Juvenile 

NOW. 


Pleasantries. 


BLUE-BLOODED. 

Refonned  Cannibal  (with  a  dreadful 
past)  :  "I  may  be  black,  Sah,  but  I've 
got  British  blbod  in  ma  veins." — Punch. 

F.\MILI.\R   WITH    SH..\KESPE.\RE. 

Mrs.  Smith  :  "My  eldest  son  is  very 
familiar  with  Shakespeare. 

]\Irs.  Casey:  "Indade.  Shure  Oi 
thought  thot  mon  doid  long  ago  ! 

AFTER  THE  SERVICE. 

Deacon  Wigg:  "Now,  that  was  a  fin- 
ished discourse." 

Farmer  Wagg :  "Yes;  but  do  you 
know,  I  thought  it  never  would  be." — 
Judge. 

PREOCCUPIED. 

"Ma,"  declared  the  excited  little  girl, 
"the  babys'  lost  his  breath!" 

"Then  put  him  right  down."  rejoined 
the  preoccupied  mother,  "and  hunt 
around  till  you  find  it !" 

ECONOMICAL  PAT. 

Pat  had  suflfered  for  days  with  a  ter- 
rible tootheache. 

Finally  he  went  to  a  dentist.  On  ask- 
ing how  much  it  would  cost,  the  dentist 
said  :  "Fifty  cents.  With  gas,  one  dol- 
lar !" 

"Shure."  cried  Pat,  "I'll  call  m  the 
mornin'  and  have  it  took  out  by  day- 
light !" 

PRECAUTION. 

The  httle  daughter  of  a  well-known 
American  scientist,  taken  with  the  meas- 
les, heard  a  good  deal  of  talk  about 
germs   and   microbes. 

One  evening  a  short  while  after  her 
recovery  she  was  near  when  her  mother 
was  singing  a  lullaby  to  the  baby. 

"Oh,  mamma,"  she  cried,  "you  mustn't 
sing  that!  You  sang  it  to  me  when  I 
had  the  measles,  and  there  rnay  be  mi- 
crobes in  it !" 

I   WONDER. 

I  wonder  why  a  fellow  has  to  wash  his 
hands  and  face. 


They  always  dirty  up  again  in  just  the 

washcfl-ofi  jilacc. 
And   when   a   feller   skips   his   ears  they 

say  he  has  no  pride. 
No  one  but  Maw  twists  up  my  ears  and 

looks  around   inside. 
And  when  I  wonder  why  she  does,  she 

says  "to  find  the  dirt." 
If  it's  as  hard  to  see  as  that,  to  leave  it 

in  can't  hurt. 

FACT,  NOT  FANCY. 

"If  you  please, ma'am,"  said  the  servant 
from   Finland,  "the  cat's  had  chickens." 

"Nonsense,  Gertrude!"  returned  the 
mistress  of  the  house.  "You  mean  kit- 
tens.    Cats  don't  have  chickens." 

"Was  them  chickens  or  kittens  that 
master  brought  home  last  night?" 

"Chickens,   of   course." 

"Well,  ma'am,  that's  what  the  cat  has 
had." — Youth's  Companion. 

AUNTIE     brown's      CHRISTMAS      SHOPPING 
ADVICE. 

The  morning  after  Christmas  Day 

I  met  my  Auntie  Brown. 
She  carried  packages  galore 

And  was  en  route  down  town. 

Said  she,  "To  see  me  out  today 
You  seem  to  think  is  strange. 

But  listen,  niece;  each  gift  I  gave 
I'm  taking  to  exchange. 

"The  slippers  which  I  bought  for  John 

Were  just  three  sizes  small. 
The  smoking  jacket  was  too  large 

For  Uncle  Percival. 

"And  oh,  the  gloves  for  Cousin  Sue 
Should  have  been  number  six ; 

I  ordered  them  with  Johnny's  skates. 
And  got  the  sizes  mixed. 

"And  Rob's  fur  cap  was  so  immense 

It  quite  obscured  his  face ; 
The  rings  and  bracelets  were  too  small 

For  Marjory  and  Grace. 

"Well,    I    must    go,"    she    sighed ;    "hut 
niece. 
Whene'er  you  give  surprises 
Of  Christmas  gifts,  don't  ever  give 
A   thing  that  comes  in  sizes!" 

— Alice  Jean  Cleator. 
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X=RAY   CANNOT   EXPLODE 


»:^^i  stove  Polish: 


I  Is  fjuaranteed    to  po  twice  as  far  as 

I  paste  or  liquid   polishes.      X-RAY  is 

I  most   easily    applied,  gives    a    quick, 

I  brilliant  lustre,  and 


DOES  NOT  BURN  OFF. 


X-RAY       THE  BE^T  STOVE  POLISH 

X-RAY  shines  quickest. 
X-RAY  shmes  brightest. 
X-RAY  lasts  longest. 
X-RAY  cannot  catch  flre. 

X-RAY   IS  THE  MOST  CONVENIENT  STOVE  POLISH 

Is  the  original  powdered  stove  polish. 
A  little  water  makes  it  a  paste  stove 

pel  sh. 
A  little  more  water  makes  It  a  liquid 

stove  polish. 

X-RAY   IS  A  HOUSEHOLD  DELIGHT 

The  sales  of  over  15,000,000  of  pack- 
ages last  year  is  a  guarantee  of 
Its  excellence. 


LAMONT,  CORLISS  &  CO.,  78  Hudson  Street,  New  York, 

GENERAL  DISTRIBUTORS 
FOR  SALE  BY 

ZION'S  CO-OPERATIVE  HERCANTILE  INSTITUTION, 

Salt  Lake  City         -  -         Utah. 


M  HEALTHFUL  DRINK 

Guaranteed  under  the  Food  and  Drugs  Act, 
June  30th,  1906.     No.  S574- 

You  refuse  to  let  your  children  drink  coffee. 
Why?  Because  you  do  not  want  them  to  grow  up 
with  sallow  complexions,  weak  hearts  and  unsteady 
nerves.      Then  why  not  use  the 

Great  Family  Beverage 

Kneipp  Malt  Coffee,  the  original  and  best 
coffee  substitute  is  all  malt  and  only  malt.  It  is 
made  from  choicest  barley,  malted  and  caramelized 
by  Father  Kneipp's  own  private  process.  The 
best  of  all  licveragcs  for  the  family  because  it  pro- 
motes health.  It  makes  children  strong  and  rosy 
checked. 

Europe  Uses  80,000,000  I'ackaijes  Annualh, 

For  Sale  by  ZION'S  CO-OPERATIVL  MERCANTILE  INSTITUTION 

ejyVXvT    T^i\.K.Ei    OITTiT,    U'r.<VII 


Say  that  you  saw  it  in    1  he  Juvenile  Instructor. 


ZC     \M      I    MOUNTAINEER 
•  l^«  lYI*    I*  OVERALLS 


Awarded  Gold  Medal  for 
Best  Quality  Overalls 
at     Utah     State     Fair. 


They  are  honestly  made— are  not  skimped— give  excellent  satisfaction.    Ask  for  them 


Z.  C  J.  I.  Factory  Shoes  *""  ""BToi  sHoes 

Seasonable  .Shoes  made  of  solid  leather  throughout.    See  that  you  get  them. 


The  Sunday  School  Music  Album 

is  a  collection  of  Marches,  Solos,  and  Sacramental 
Pieces,  arranged  especially  for  use  in  Sunday 
Schools,  Mutuals,  Primaries,  etc. 

It  is  the  only  book  of  its  kind  ever  published 
in  the  Church  and  contains  selections  not  found 
in  any  other  book. 

The  edition  is  now  out  of  print  and  no  more 
will  be  printed.     But  300  copies  remain  to  be  sold 

WHILE  THEY  LAST,  35  CENTS. 

Send  to 
Deseret  Sunday  School  Union  Book  Store 

44  E.  South  Temple  Street,  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah 


Say  that  you  saw  it  in  The  Juvenile  Instructor. 


David  Ecclfs,  Pres.ient  Hknry  H.  Roi.ahp,  Secretary 

M.  S.  Browning,  Vice-Prest.  H.  II.  Spf.xckr,  Treasurer 


Amalgamated  Sugar 
Company 


DIRECTORS: 

JosEni  F.  Smith  E.  P.  Ellison 

Joseph  Scowcroft  Joseph  Clakk 

Fred  J.  Kiesel  George  Siohdard 

Adam  Patterson  Wm.  H.  Waitis 


FACTORIES: 
Ogden,  Utah       Logan,  Utah       LaQrande,  Oregon 


(Uinter  excursion  Rates 


Co  Southern  California  now  on  Sale 


Cwo  Daily  Palatial  traiHS 

Unexcelled  Dining  Car  Service,  a  la  Cane 

Standard  and  Courist  Sleepers 

Tor  further  information 

Hsk  any  Salt  Cake  Route  Jf^ent,  or 
Write  to  1.  R.  manderfield,  Jf.D.P.fl., 

Salt  CaKe  City. 

Say  llmt  y<iti  ^tiw  il   in    I  Ih"  Jiiv*i*k'    lii>lriic<i>r. 


SAWS 


In'the  DISSTUN  BRAND  of  SAV\  S  you  have  the  advantages  obtained 
by  the  use  of  highest  quality  crucible  steel  specially  made  in  the  Disston 
Steel  Works,  approved  designs,  most  skilled  workmanship — all  backed  by 
an  experience  of  over  Sixty-eight  Years  in  sawmaking— a  combination  not 
equaled  and  which  speaks  for  the  utility  of  the  saws. 

"If  you  want  a  Saw  it  is  best  to  get  one  with  a  name  on  it  which  has  a 
reputation.  A  man  who  has  made  a  reputation  for  his  goods  knows  its 
value,  as  well  as  its  cost,  and  will  maintain  it." 

HENRY  DISSTON  &  SONS,  Inc., 

KEYSTONE  SAW,  TOOL,   STEEL  &  FILE  WORKS. 

PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


Shv  that  yon  sav\    It   in  The    liivntile   In'stnu-tor 


